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"And I will give thee the TREASURES OF 
DARKNESS, and hidden riches of secret 
places, that thou mayest know that I, 

the LORD, which called thee by thy name, 
am the God..." (Isaiah 45:3). 


PREFACE 


To the children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren who are in the Hock- 
man family line, is this picture book written: that you may know and appreciate 
something of the heritage God has given you, and that you might love Him and al- 
low Him to control your life to the fullest capacity. 


"I beseech you therefore, brethren (believers in Christ), by the mercies of 
God (because of His mercy to save and to keep), that ye present (make a freedom 
gift to Him Who has given you freedom from damnation) your bodies a living sacri- 
fice (given over to the use of the Lord), holy, acceptable unto God (only a life 
that is obedient to God can be pleasing to Him), which is your reasonable service 
( intelligently in step with the Word of God), And be not conformed to this 
world (poured into the same mould as the practices of people under Satan's cont- 
trol): but be ye transformed by the renewing of your mind (as a new creation in 
Christ with new principles and practices), that ye may prove what is that GOOD, 
and acceptable, and perfect will of God" (Rom.12:1-2). 


The theme of this book, THE TREASURES OF DARKNESS, is not referring to the 
darkness of sin, ignorance and backsliding: there is no treasure there. But the 
trials and tribulations that sometimes come to believers do indeed seem to be so 
dark to a bereaved and lonely heart, or a disappointed and hurt spirit, and toa 
persecuted and endangered child of God. | 


It is this "darkness" that the GOOD God allows for our GOOD, and He has prom- 
ised His treasures of blessing: refining our character; giving us a testimony for 
Him, keeping us close to Him; chastening us when we wander; weaning us away from 
the earthly things that are only temporary; comforting us so we might have com- 
fort to share with others, and eventually giving us a special reward in heaven 
for how we take our sufferings on earth. 


In these pages we present your grandmother, Katie E. Hockman, who was a re- 
flection of the Lord she loved and served. Nothing would have pleased her more 
than to exalt the Lord Jesus Christ, the God of time and eternity, Who is working 
all things together for good for them that love Him <= remember this: only for 
those who love Him (Rom.8:28)! 


The following lines were written about Katie Hockman, and found amongst her 
keepsakes after she had gone to Heaven: ; 


Not merely in the words you say, For me, ‘twas not the truth you taught 
Not merely in your faith confessed; (To you so clear, to me so dim!) 

But in the most unconscious way But when you looked at me, you brought 
Is Christ expressed. A glimpse of Him! 

Is it your delightful smile? And from your eyes He beckons me; 
A holy light upon your brow? And from your heart His love is shed; 

Oh no! I felt His presence when Till I lose sight of you — and see 
You laughed just now! My Lord instead! 


Could this be said of you, dear grandchildren? God grant it! 
se 


CHAPTER I. 
"When I sit in darkness, the LORD shall be light unto me" (Micah 7:9). 


As she spoke, the light from the windows of the Wheaton Bible Church rested 
on her face. She was saying in her clear English accent, "The treasures of dark~ 
ness are always found in the darkest night. The blacker the sky, the brighter 
the star shines." 

The group in her Bible class forgot themselves as well as the fine lines 
etched by the finger of time on the face of their beloved teacher as they saw 
the radiance of her Spirit-filled life. Her message was no mere oratory or just 
mouthing of platitudes, but the living discovery from many years of experience 
in sorrows and bereavement as she had lived and served the Lord on three contin- 
ents. 

Yes, Katie Hockman knew whereof she Spoke, for there had been many dark val- 
leys through the long years of her missionary life. It was from the store of 
riches from God's Word that blessing had flowed: the gold of comfort,’ platinum 
of patience, and the diamonds of peace that had been mined down deep in the dark- 
est shafts of heartbreak. 

The message on that particular day on the subject of TREASURES OF DARKNESS 
was especially impressive because it was being given soon after the death of her 
mzissionary-doctor son who had given his life in Ethiopia. 

What a testimony she was! Her winsomeness radiated like clear sunshine as 
she continued: "There are some treasures that can only be found in darkness. Few 
have ever been without pain or problems. But the question is: Have we found the 
treasure? Have we met our Lord in the valley of the shadow? After all, He has 
promised to go with us all the way THROUGH the valley! 

"Yes, darkmess holds terrors. The night is the time when thieves break in 
to steal and criminals prowl. We cannot deny darkness. But for the believer 
there is more than black despair of soul = for God says there are treasures in 
Garkness, He will ‘dwell in the thick darkness. ' Pearls are found in the deep 
waters; roots bury themselves deep or there would be no fruit; foundations must 
be drilled beneath the earth that the building might stand. No photographic 
film can be developed in the light! - tt gE ee 

"Are you in darkness today? Is there some Neogaee : 
perplexity, some suffering, some doubt, some 
overwhelming problem? Remember, there are 
treasures there: riches that come BECAUSE of 
darimess, and SUFFICIENT for it. Let the 
Lord meet you!" 

Everyone loved Katie Hockman, and she 
loved them. But the blessing she had to pass o 
on to others was that which she had herself 
gieaned from the Bible as she had taken time 
to read and remember and apply what God has 
to say to all who will give attention to His 
Word faithfully and regularly. 


£ 


"Let the word of God dwell in you richly B A aie “ 
in all wisdom; teaching and admonishing one Prat 


another" (Col.3:16). ‘ (Katie Hocknsn, 1944) 


And-yet, this living token of the grace of God had begun her life in a non- 
Christian home in London, England. Born on September 8th, 1872, to humble par- 
ents in a humble home, Katie Elizabeth Rogers spent her early childhood beneath 
the stern eye of an austere father whose word was law, and who allowed no frivol- 
ity -- not even a giggle! 

Evenings were nerve-wracking. The father sat at the head of the table doing 
his accounts, and the four children had to sit in their places doing their school 
homework. Their over-awed mother sat and sewed, So much 4s a whisper would bring 
a dark frown from their father, and he would glance toward the whipping cane that 
hung conveniently in the corner near his chair. 

Very careful he was about his family going to church and learning the cate- 
chism, and grace was said before and after each meal, but he never went to church 
himself. None of the family kmew anything about God's way of salvation by grace 
through the Saviour alone. 

From such a forbidding background blossomed the merriest heart that ever beat. 


A highlight of those early days was an occas- 
ional visit to an aunt who kept a candy store. 
That was a veritable fairyland of sweets! It was 
the children's paradise, 

Seven year old Katie did not need to be urged 
to put on her best dress and Sunday boots for 4 
visit to her "candy aunt." 

But those boots were tight and high, and it 
was a major operation to pull them on. So she 
sat down beside the tea table to balance herself 
as she pulled. In the struggle the table tipped 
over — dishes and all, breaking several of them. 

She was sent off to bed in disgrace, and her 
mother went on her errand to the aunt alone. 

But the next morning the child noticed that 
her cup at the breakfast table was turned over 
upside down. Gingerly, for she had learned her 
lesson, she turned the cup over to find a pile ; 
of sweets underneath it! There was even a cute (Those boots were tight! ) 
chocolate mouse on the top of the pile. That 
quiet little mother had a loving heart beneath her solemn exterior, and was trying 
to make amends. 


In those days children were taught to obey their parents and respect their 
elders and to be seen and not heard. What a contrast this is to modern days! 
Perhaps the strictness was overdone in the Rogers home, but a little more disci- 
pline would be a healthy change in the permissive trend of recent years when the 
children are allowed to do as they choose. They become tyrants and monsters in 
the home. 

God's way is that children obey their parents. "Children obey your parents in 
the Lord: for this is right. Honor thy father and mother...that it may be well 
with thee..."(Eph.6:1-3). 

As longas children are eating and sleeping at home, then they have the privi- 
lege of obeying and sharing in the chores of the home. This is the secret of a 
happy life for the children as well as the parents and for other people as well. 
Everyone appreciates a respectful young person. 


4 
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Katie Rogers had long dark hair and brown eyes; her cameo face was a lovely 
setting for her happy spirit. Her schoolmates noticed and liked her. 

: One day, a big 
bully announced in 
&@ loud voice, "You 
are to be my sweet- 
heart!" 

But her outspok- 
en reply was unflat- 
tering, "But I don't 
want to be!" 

"Then I'll set 
my dog on you after 
school!" The would- 
be suitor could al- 
so be unflattering! 

Sure enough, af- 
ter school the boy 
and his dog were 
Waiting. Katie be- 
gan to run == but 
the cobblestones 
tripped her up, and 
she fell with a thud 
with the blood spur- 
ting from her torn 
hands and knees. 

As she looked 
Za = ‘ around fearfully for 

—— Swat ee ee her persuers =~ 
eae > aa : they had evaporated 
( It was a big black dog! ) in panic into thin 
air! The first love 
affair was settled, and settled very finally! But there were others to follow. 

That was just the beginning of a long list of suitors that followed Katie in 
her early years until she was finally married. Lovely of face, lovely of form, 
lovely of disposition -- but in mature life she was also lovely in spiritual char- 
acter. 

When she was fifteen years old, she met a lady who was to become a very dear 
friend. She was a consecrated believer and a real witness for the Lord. She lov- 
ingly presented the truth of the need of the Saviour and of Jesus Christ the an- 
swer to that need, Little by little Katie realized that she was a sinner. She 
was eager for the truth, and was glad when she and her friend prayed together as 
Katie R, accepted Christ as her Saviour. It was a happy day when Jesus washed 
her sins away. 


It is well to keep in mind that in explaining the way of salvation: 

a) Understand that we are sinners and need a Saviour (Rom.3:9-12,23). 

bd) Believe that Jesus Christ alone is the Saviour (Acts 16:31. Gal.1:4), 
c) Ask Him to save and take our sin away (John 1:12. Rom.10:13. Rev.3:20). 
d) Learn how to live a life in obedience to His Word (2 Cor.5:17). 


This is the same answer for those who have never had any Christian training 
as well as those born in a godly home -- all need to come personally to Christ. 


5. 


By this time one of Katie's uncles had also become a believer, and he opened 
a Bible bookstore. This was one 
more tie to spiritual things -- 
had become a major part of her 
life. She literally "ate up" 
the Word of.God. 

This is one of the sure 
Signs of @ converted soul: 
the hunger for God's truth.(\?~ 
There are too many who say 
they are saved but who have 
little appetite for study of 
the Bible. One wonders if 
such are really alive in the 


Lord. "Desire the sincere 
milk of the word that ye may 


grow thereby" (1 Peter 2:2). : 

In her cleansed heart (The Bible bookstore in London) 
arose a deep gratitude and de- ’ 
sire to do something for the Lord Who had loved her and died for her. So she im- 
mediately looked around for some way to serve Him. 


With new-found joy and zeal (but little knowledge), she decided that she must 
begin with her two little brothers. So she got them together the next Sunday in 
the parlor, and told them that they were going to hell! The terrified boys ran 
to their mother for comfort. The class was closed down! Naturally! The mother 
was an unbeliever too, so any such message would be convicting to her as well. 

Undaunted, the young Christian grew in 
the knowledge of God's Word, and a few 
years later opportunities opened up in East 
London for her to teach classes of sewing 
and child care among factory working girls. 
She taught them how to memorize Scripture 
as she gave them God's way of salvation. 

The women learned to love their teacher 
faster than they learned their ABCs! But 
there were those who came to love the Lord 
because of her warm enthusiasm. 


e 


Years passed, With maturity Katie grew 
even more beautiful with her bright English 
complexion and happy emile. But her con- 
suming desire was to please the Lord. 

There was little sympathy in the Rogers 
home for this religious turn of affairs, 
Religion was alright in its own place ina 
church -- but all this "fanatical activity" 
was just too much for the aloof father. 

But in spite of his opposition, the 
daughter was faithful to the little Breth- 
ren Church where she had found spiritual 
food and fellowship. During the evenings 
she: went to help at different rescue mis- 
sions where she sang solos and gave her 
(Katie Rogers at 19) testimony. She had a strong, clear voice 
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even upuntil her closing years on earth. That voice led the Chinese women in 
singing the hymns as they sat behind the partition in the assembly on Sundays» 
separated from the men in the congregation. 

When nineteen years old, she became engaged to a handsome young volunteer to 
be a missionary to Africa. Mr. W.B. Moses had an upstanding bearing and curly 
hair; but his greatest asset and attractiveness was his strong Christian charac- 
ter and zeal for missionary service. 

However, when Katie volunteered for Africa, her application was rejected 
since women were not yet permitted to enter that dark continent. This was natur- 
ally a great disappointment to the young couple, but it did not discourage their 
interest in missions. 

Frequent visits to the China Inland Mission headquarters in London made a 
strong impression. It was at one memorable meeting when Mrs. Howard Taylor (the 
sister-in-law of Hudson Taylor, the founder) was presenting the need of China for 
the gospel, her stirring challenge was climaxed by the startling statement, "A 
million souls 4 month in China are dying without the Saviour!" That was enough 
to grip the hearts of Mr. Moses and Katie, and they dedicated their lives that 
night to be missionaries to China. Soon afterwards he entered the C.I.M. mission- 
ary training school, ‘ 

Katie continued on with her 
work in the missions and factory 
during week days. 


On one occasion, however, her 
well-meant testimony in a rescue 
mission ended in surprise. 

With glowing face, her mes- 
sage rang out with great sincer- 
ity as she looked at the dere- 
licts in the mission hall with 
all their ragged and filthy mis- 
ery, and compassion consumed her. 

"God loves you all," she said, 
"and He wants us to love one an- 
other too. Tonight my heart is 
filled with love for all of you 
because I love Him!" 

The response was electric. A 
young sailor, much the worse for 
drink, staggered up the aisle 
exclaiming in loud amorous tones, 
“Aye, me beauty! An' I loves yer 
too!" 

The mortified speaker extri- 
cated herself from his embrace, 
and escaped in confusion while 
the mission chaperon looked on 
in horror! (Her message backfired! ) 


At home, things did not go easily for Katie's plans. Although accepted to be 
a missionary to China, her parents would not think of letting her go or have any 
part in the training school or mission activities. Her father was indignant. 
Why, the very idea that after shielding and protecting his daugkter all her life 
that now she would leave home to be eaten by cannibals! He dropped the subject 
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with the final words, "Don't ever mention it to me again!" 

Katie did not speak of the matter any more at home, but her mind was made up. 
After all, one does not become a missionary by going out to a foreign land and 
sitting under a palm tree! To have a burden for souls is to be a witness wherever 
one might be. She kept on with her work amongst the factory women and as a deacon 
ess in her Brethren Church, and lived quietly at home. But she prayed fervently 
that the barrier to her going to China would be removed. 

The answer came sooner than she had dared to 
hope. One Sunday morning after Katie had gone 
to church with her fiancee, her father turned to 
his wife, saying, "Is she still thinking of Chi- 
na? Then why doesn't she say something about it 
anymore?" 

"Yes, she is still thinking of China," the 
mother replied, "but you forbade her to speak of 
the subject again. You will have to speak first." 

"Well, you can tell her that I will not 
stand in her way," the father muttered after a 
long pause. ; 

Rejoicing in this definite answer to prayer, 
Katie soon entered missionary training school to 
begin her studies in Bible. Every spare momer.t 
she was busy with the factory women whose pover= 
ty and ignorance touched her heart. Many of 
them were trying to clean up their homes and 
lives after they had accepted Christ. 


(Before leaving for China she bought each of 
these women in her classes a small Bible which 
she wrapped up attractively and tied with a pret- 
ty ribbon. When she returned to England on fur- 
lough some years later, she went to visit one of 
these "girls" who went by the name of "Fat Liza", 
and asked the middle-aged woman, "And did you 
read the Bible I gave you?" 

"Ach no, miss!" came the surprising reply. 
“Yer ‘ad it all tied up so purty, I did na ‘ave 
th' ‘eart to untie th' bow!" ) 


After some months of training at the China 
Inland Mission School, it was decided to send 
(Katie at nursing school) the volunteer to nursing school to better pre- 
pare her for her life work. Katie delighted in 
this new avenue of service even though it was the straight-laced British culture. 
Her Bible went with her wherever she went, for she was a missionary first and a 
nurse second. But her spontanaety and merriment were a constant boon to her 
classmates. 


As the time came closer for her passage to the foreign field, her heart be- 
came more and more burdened for her mother's salvation. Many were the chats they 
had together concerning spiritual things. 

One afternoon she turned to her mother saying, "I wish I had a mother who'd 
stand back of me to pray as I go across the ocean." 
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There was a moment of silence and hesitation, and then the little mother 
whispered, "Oh, I will do that!" With tears of joy they knelt together as Mrs. 
Rogers invited Christ to take over her life. That was a real conversion, for the 
mother was a living Christian after that. 


The day for sailing came at last. 


Mr. Moses had already left on an earlier 


ship, but his bride sailed in 1896 to meet him over in China. 
Katie's mother was too brokenhearted to go down to the ship to bid her daugh- 


ter goodbye: grief had made her ill. 


But she wrote a farewell note: "Goodbye my 


darling, and may the Lord go with you all the way and keep you safe from every 
harm, My love and prayers will follow you every hour, my darling. Mother." 


"Year by year the first love that I knew ve 
Follows me, guides me, and prays for me too. \ 7 
A light in the dark as my life passes by, V4 itt by Kati 
The glow of a mother-love never can die! B: 3 in ber eee 
"Year after year though the distance divide, 
In thought she is with me and I by her side! 
By fond recollections the past is lived o'er, 
A mother-love lives and grows more and more! " 


hese words were 


book in 1896. 


CHINA AT LAST! The land of temples, of 
pagodas, of idols, of priests, of pilgrin- 
ages, of gongs, of sacrificial giving -- 
all in the name of superstition and fear, 
without God and without hope. 

Oh, that able-bodied young people were 
willing to go with the good news of the 
Light of the World for the spiritual dark- 
ness! 

There is no treasure in the darkness of 
heathendom -- only damnation. Both in far- 
away lands as right here in America, people 
live as though the Almighty did not exist 
as they neglect and reject His claims to 
their lives. There is no purpose to exist- 
ence apart from Him. 

It is not enough just to believe about 
the Saviour, or even to believe that He is 
the Saviour: there must be the personal com- 
mittment to Him by asking Him to be OUR own 
Saviour and Lord, else even Americans are 
as heathen as those in darkest heathendom. 

The romance and intrigue of the templed 
hills of China bespeak only hopeless fear 


of the spirit world, and eternity dark as endless night. Priests who give their 
whole lives to service in the temples in the hope of gaining favor of the demons 
and warding off the evil that comes to those who make the spirits angry, never 


know peace and joy that comes from knowing the God of holiness and love. No one 
needs to tell them there are evil spirits --but they do not know the God of love. 
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CHAPTER II. 
"The people which sat in darkness have seen great light" (Matt.4:16). 


A gvey range of mountains loomed dark on the horizon after many weeks of un- 
certain and uncomfortable travel on a small steamer across half the world. The 
weary party arrived at Shanghai and looked around in consternation. Ragged blue- 
coated coolies fought over unloading the baggage and piling it into small flat 
wooden boats (sampans) to row the foreigners ashore, and thus earn a pretty penny 
more than they would have gotten from any Chinese passenger. 

Mud-plastered houses with grey-tiled roofs that curled up at the corners like 
crusts of stale bread (this was to skid away the evil spirits who might try to en- 
ter the house through the roof!); dozens of ragged children sucking dirty fingers 
and staring wide-eyed at the long-nosed arrivals -~ this was China! 

Perhaps a surge of timidity and apprehension gripped the hearts of the new 
missionaries. But they had put their hand to the plow and there was no turning 
back. After all, a missionary is one "sent" from God, by God, and for God, so 
dare any turn back? 

A travel companion on the ship from England was a business man who was stir- 
red to impatience to see young lives being. "thrown away" on such heathen peoples, 
He asked, "Why do you go to China? Their religion is good enough for them!" 

"But their religion is wrong; it can never save their souls," said Katie. 

"Well, what of it? They're not worth saving!" He turned eway in disgust to 
order the Chinese servant to bring afternoon tea. 


HIW;ONLY ONE exit TO THE PRB 
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This cartoon was 
drawn for the 
mission to the 
Philippines by 
Kay Friederichsen 
when she was 
serving in that 
country. It has 
been published : ~ SES 
in several books g ES SSK 
since, even as $e. 
the other cartoons 
in this writing. 
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Only three days were allowed in Shanghai to secure Chinese clothing before 
the new recruits were sent up the Yangtsi river (Yang-see) to other stations and 
their language schools. It was the wise policy of the mission that missionaries 
dress as much like the Chinese as possible so as to break down barriers and re- 
duce curiosity. It was also the priority aim to learn the customs and language 
in order to be understood and accepted in their new country. 

As a first mission into West China, the China Inland Mission pioneered in 
many practices that proved to be most effective. 

Because of the white skin of the missionaries and the larger noses compared 
to the Orientals, the natives called all foreigners "foreign devils." This term 
was even propagated by the Empress Dowager who used it partly because of fear and 
partly because of antagonism. 


In her first Chinese robe and cloth shoes, Katie and her companions landed at 
the next town at night. To disembark, they had to cross over 4 muddy bank by 
walking on slippery planks. The cloth slippers made it hard to walk on those 
old planks. There Ni AAR 
was only one lan- a an I \ \\y \ 
tern and it was \\ \ Wir nny D\ ON 
hard to see the \ \\ A \a ae \\ \\, 

Katie missed \\\\) i ; . 
her step and one : 
foot slipped off 
the plank and into 
the oozy mud. It 
came up minus 4 
shoe! Then she 
slipped off again 
and lost the other 
cloth slipper! 

It was raining 
and cold and very 
uncomfortable to 
say the least, 
England seemed very 
far away. 

To walk down = = 
the streets in stock- = : ee 
inged feet to the 2 = 
mission compound made 
Kitty wish she were safely at home with her mother! 

Only delaying long enough to buy more shoes, the journey was resumed the next 
day by houseboat up the river. 

It was again night when they arrived and the city gates were already locked 
for the day. The gatekeeper was stubborn, and it took a great deal of arguing by 
the Chinese escort before the gates were opened. Meanwhile, the coolies shouted 
and wrestled with each other over who would carry the baggage and get the fee, 
and wrangled over the price,filling the air with their hubbub. This was always 
the procedure in traveling in China. It sometimes seemed almost dangerous to hail 
a porter or ricksha, for their aggressive shouting was enough to intimidate the 
bravest traveler. 
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The next day Katie was informed that she must be transferred to another house 
since the training school was in quarantine for smallpox. This trip across town 
was made by wheelbarrow. She wrote a friend, "A wheelbarrow is a unique means of 
travel. With my roll of bedding and a box on one side and myself on the other, we 
trundled through the town pushed by a stocky barechested coolie. How the people 
stared and pointed! A procession followed us chanting, 'Foreign devil! Foreign 
devil!" 

"Bumping along and jolting over 
rough stones was bad enough, but when 
the barrow tried to pass right over a 
fat sow that dozed in the street, the 
jolt was so hard that I fell off my 
perch and into the mud! The sow wad- 
dled away; the crowds laughed and 
jeered!" 

Another letter describes further 
impressions, "The city is a dark and 
dirty place and so thickly populated. 
The streets are very narrow. If I 
were to stretch out both arms I could 
touch the walls on both sides in some {Pushmobile! ) 
places. People live in horrid little huts...We traveled again on wheelbarrow the 
other day (two ladies on each barrow). We both had to sit on and get off at the 
same time, or we should have overbalanced! It was not very nice for our robes, 
for each time we passed a fish or meat counter along the street, our flowing skirt 
was wiped across the smelly produce! No one else seemed to care. I suppose they 
are used to the cramped quarters and the smell of decaying fish." 

Into this strange and hostile environment the London girl was transplanted. 
Her timid soul was in constant alarm, expecting the worst. The least confusion 
frightened her. Missionaries are very human after all! 

Katie wrote about a more conventional mode 
of travel in West China, "We came home in sedan 
chairs, which are like a 'Punch and Judy' show 
swung on poles and carried by coolies. A hole 
in each side and one in front are for the pas- 
senger to look through. But in winter this is 
denied by a patch sewn over the holes to keep 
the cold out. It does shake one up a little as 
the men go at a trot all the way, singing a sort 
of a war song to cheer the passenger on!" 


In a different vein, her letter tells of the 
sorrows of heathendom, "A very sad case came to 
our attention this week. A well-known young man 
was led by companions into an opium den. His 
father found out and was furious because he had 
forbidden any of his sons to enter a den. 

"Fathers have great power in China, and can 
even go as far as to take their child's life. 

"So when anything goes wrong in the family, 
they make a feast and invite all their friends. 


(The sedan chair) 
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When they are lively with wine, they bring up the grievance and pronounce 
judgment, 

"Well, this young man's father made such a feast. When it was all over, he 
brought out a dish of opium, a rope, and a knife. Then he told his son that he 
could choose which mode of death he preferred — posioning by opium, strangulation 
with the rope, or having his throat cut with the knife. 

"Poor fellow! He and his wife pleaded earnestly for his life, but the father 
would not listen. He eventually chose the rope, and was strangled...0h, how such 
things go on every day! How they need Jesus in their lives! I feel that if I had 
many lives, they should all be spent in this heathen land; for the darkness and 
misery are so great. I praise God that I am beginning my New Year in China." 


(A ricksha ride in Shanghai ) 


Katie looked very queenly as she rode past the C.I.M. mission headquarters in 
Shanghai. This mode of travel was the most comfortable and less risky than some 
of the others; it is still the popular taxi Service in many Oriental countries. 


Up to this time Mr. Moses and his sweetheart had not met in China, The mis- 


aries had to study the language and be initiated into the work before thinking of 
any personal plans. This was a real test of dedication. How few young lovers 
would be willing for such a long wait before marriage; for there could be no mar- 
riage for two years after arriving in China, Katie had been engaged for a year 
before sailing for the foreign field, so it meant a three year wait. But her mind 
was so burdened for the lost souls around her that the time seemed to fly. 


She writes, "We have seen a great number of temples. This city seems to be 
full of them. In one I visited there were 1000 idols, each fiercer than the oth- 
er, and each is worshipped separately by the devotees," 
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Katie had heard about the large and anti-foreign city up the Yangtsi river 
called Chungking. Secretly she had hoped that she would never have to go there. 
But when the assignments were announced for those who had completed their training, 
the news came -- she was assigned immediately to the province of Szechwan (seh- 
chwan) to that very city of Chungking! She almost quaked in her shoes! 

In the 
spring of 1897 
the long jour- 
ney up river 
began. Two 
ladies from 
the training 
school and 
a veteran 
couple with 
their child- 
ren made up 
the party 
with Miss 
Rogers. 

It was 
not long be= 
fore there 
was confu- 
sion, for all 
three ladies 
had the same . 
name of "Ka- (The houseboat mansion! ) 
tie." Some- 
thing had to be done! So one was called "Kate," another "Katie," and Miss Rogers 
was named "Kitty." So Kitty she was for the rest of her life. 


As the five adults and three children packed themselves aboard the houseboat, 
the timid Kitty looked about her in horror: slimy, rotten deck, a leaky matting 
roof, tiny curtainless cabin, and a waterlogged hull were all over-run with in- 
sects and healthy rats. Of all living creatures, Kitty dreaded rats and bats most 
of all. She never did overcome this dislike, ever! 

The captain of this promising craft was an opium addict who daily threatened 
to wreck the boat and drown the foreign devils. The journey was a series of de~ 
lays: constantly running onto the rocks and then having to tie up for repairs. 

The cargo had to be hauled on shore to be kept dry during stopovers. This some- 
times took two or three days -- for China does not hurry! 

The sailors lived right on deck, so had nowhere special to go and were not in 
a hurry to get there! The men squatted around their frying pan (wok) at mealtime 
and shoveled boiled rice into their mouths with chopsticks. Then, at night they 
pulled a matting over their heads and lay down on the deck to sleep, 

A Missionary's pocketbook can never afford the best; but this time they had 
even worse than they could afford! Inside the six-by-eight-foot cabin the foreign- 
ers settled as best they could amongst boxes and bedding. It was a major feat to 
find a place to sleep. Cooking on a primus stove was a hazard in such close quar- 
ters, to say nothing of the cramped space to set it up. But food had to be cooked 
in China because of the disease and unsanitary fertilizing methods for vegetables. 
Water had to be boiled and filtered, so tea was a necessary item for health. 
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On travel days the craft crawled along the shores propelled by man-operated 
poles. But in swift currents and narrow gorges when there was no wind, a hauser 
was used to pull the boat past seething rapids. On shore the trackers (men who 
pulled the rope) 
chanted as they 
strained in the 
harness, but 
could only make 
& few miles a 
day. It was 
slow going. 

As they ap- 
proached one 
especially dan- 
gerous turn and 
the rope was 
taut and groan- 
ing, the polers 
tried frantical- 
ly to guide past 4% 
some hidden rock, 
but the current 
was too strong 
and with a sharp 
CRACK! the rope 
parted — the 
nel genta (The trackers on a sand bar) 
the giddy current, dragging the broken tow-line behind it like a writhing serpent. 

In the grip of the river there was nothing to do but drift down to smoother 
water where 
control could 
be regained. 
But by this 
time a whole 
day's journey 
was lost. 

Not once, 
but several 
times that 
Old hauser 
broke. 

Sometimes 
there was no 
path for the 
trackers to 
travel the 
bank, so the 
men sat down 
on the deck 
and whistled 
for a wind to 
(Trackers on a cliff) come up. 


(Chinese do 

not whistle 
except in su- 
perstition for 
a wind to fill 
the sails. ) 
When a little 
breeze moved 
the air, the 
old patched 
sail was hoist- 
ed and the 
journey resum- 
ed up river. 

re haat (The boat tied up for the night) 

Opium poppies mixed with a carpet of yellow mustard in full bloom. Further north 
the banks closed in with moss-covered rocks and white waterfalls amongst swaying 
bamboo. This lovely view was in sharp contrast to the living conditions inside 
the boat which bobbed and dipped 
in the swirling water as though 
any moment might be its last, Ev- 
en the more seasoned missionaries 
felt the nervous strain as their 
craft bucked turbulent rapids that 
lashed the yellow water into muddy 
foam around jutting rocks. 


Everywhere were signs of the 
Buddhist religion with its towers, 
monuments, shrines and priests. 

To those who realize the evil of 
idol worship which the Bible says 
is actually worshipping demons, 
the ornate carvings and temples 
are more interesting than attrac- 
tive. One has but to see the sin- 
blinded people kneel and hit their 
head three times before each "goa" 
and light their incense sticks as 
they put their money into the box 
for the priests, to long to reach 
them with the gospel. 

Missionary vision must indeed 
be more than mere idealism or fan- 
aticism. There must be the high- 
est purpose of reaching souls for 
the Lord, else there can be only 
disappointment and failure. | 


It was a long six weeks be- 
fore they arrived in Chungking. 
(The arch to a temple) Food supplies were running low. 


They were subsisting on rice and a few native vegetables. It certainly was no 
glamorous travel tour! 

Kitty had lived day after day with her heart in her mouth. Her fear of rats 
was only exceeded by her fear of water travel -- a fear that increased with each 
mile. The romance of the Yangtsi view was completely lost on her! 

However, one of the fellow passengers on that trip wrote of the cheer and bles- 
sing that Miss Rogers was to the group with her happy nature and lively sense of 
humor. 

At Chungking the orders were altered, and Kitty was directed to go on up river 
to the town of Luchow (loo-joe) where she was to continue language study and learn 
the customs of West China. In each section of China the dialect and customs dif- 
fer, so it was difficult for missionaries to transfer from one province to another 
sometimes. In Szechwan the dialect was Mandarin. 

Luchow was the very town where Kitty and her family worked just before return- 
ing to America in retirement in 1926. It was interesting that she began working 
and closed her work in the same town, but with many other locations between those 
thirty years. 


No palace was 
waiting for the 
weary travelers, 
but only a room a 
few yards from the 
main mission house 
which was to accom- 
odate two ladies 
for the next two 
years. 

Lightheartedly, 
Kitty set about to 
making the place 
livable with the 
use of boxes and 
trunks, and pretty 
Chinese cloth for BEET Ya ay 
coverings. f = ry 
They were per- = : ; iC DM) 
fectly happy -- un- = be elit im 
til a storm blew ny 
up. Then they dis- t 
covered that the 
roof was full of 
holes; the paper 
windowpanes didnot 
keep the wind out; 
their lamp blew out ; omens 
and there were no (Camping-out indoors was poor shelter! ) 
matches! 

Since their books and clothing were their most valuable possessions, the ladies 
hurredly dumped them all onto the beds to save them from the flooding floor. As 
the lightning flashed, they grabbed up other things they could see, and piled them 
on top. Finally they covered it all with an oilcloth. Then they climbed up onto 
the bed themselves and opened their umbrellas. They spent the night with shoes 
and books and all their worldly possessions! 
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The next morning they swept the water out of the room and hung up wet things 
to dry. It was right here in this room, somewhat repaired, that Kitty studied and 
prayed and planned while she learned the dialect. China and its need for the Sav- 
iour crept into her heart and remained there all the rest of her life. 


Language study occupied mornings with an old teacher with a sing-song tone. 
His sleepy droning of the words blended with the buzzing of countless flies, and 
too often caused tired eyes to droop and minds to wander. [hey sat on backlesg 
benches at a square table. No chance to fall asleep there! 


(Class time each day) 


At night those relentless and intricate Chinese characters, like black spiders, 
crawled through the hours in a maddening maze in their dreams. 

But without the written Word and the spoken Word, the Living Word could not be 
given out to those who "sat in darkness and the shadow of death." Truly that sha- 
dow hung low over the land like a dark spector. People literally sat in darkness 
in their window-less hovels on greasy streets and in opium dens. Even their eyes 
bespoke of their suspicious and godless hearts of cruelty. This was the darimess 
of both physical and spiritual death, 


"The people who sat in darkness 
Of misery, sin and woe 

Have waited for countless azes By Kay Hockman 
The Light of the World to know. mniedarichoas 


The people which sat in shadow 
Of death, the eternal foe, 

Are waiting for you and me, friend, pat, 
The Light of God's Life to know!" 
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CHAPTER III. 


"He hath set me in dark places...His compassions fail not, they are new every 
morning: great is Thy faithfulness" (Lamentations 3:6,22-23), 


In primitive areas it's typical to see the curious crowds gather to get their 
first glimpse of foreign visitors. Some of the faces looked timid, others were 
hostile, but all stared openly wherever Kitty traveled. (In fact, it is part of 
a pioneer missionary's life to be watched anytime and anywhere! ) 


Personal romance had taken a back place all this time. But now at last per- 
mission was given for Mr. Moses and Kitty Rogers to marry. Katie E. Rogers be- 
came Mrs. W.B. Moses at Chungking. 

During the wedding reception, a friend of Mr. Moses, having just been intro- 
duced to the bride, turned to the groom and exclaimed, "Congratulations, Moses! 
She is the loveliest lady I ever saw!" 

Yes, Kitty was lovely: in appearance, as well as in character and spiritual- 
ity. Her love for needy China was only exceeded by her love for her husband and 
her love for the Lord. They lived in the mission house at Chungking, and took 
trips out to the stations in neighboring provinces to supervise the work of the 
local churches. It was true pioneer work in the most. primitive conditions. 

Chungking was to become an important part of kitty Moses' life in the next 
years -- that very city that she had so dreaded having to visit! Interesting it 
is that the Lord led her to the very place she was not at first willing to go. 
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(The vride and groom in Chungking, 1899) 


For six brief months the joy of marriage blossomed with love and companionship 
after waiting three long years. Six months were brief indeed. 

There was a great deal of unrest around that area which was famed for its anti- 
foreign antagonism, and Mr. Moses often found himself facing unpleasant and diffi- 
cult situations. 


Wii TR 
YY Yy Yip>s 


OMY? 


(The mission house) 


On one visit to an out-station, Mr. Moses faced brewing trouble that flamed in- 
to open opposition so violent that no one would give the "foreign devil" shelter 
for the night. It was rainy and cold, but no inn would open its doors. 

So the missionary had to spend the long hours outdoors exposed to the weather 
and trying to huddle under the corner of a roof. Returning home the next day, he 
was seized with a serious attack of malaria. 


The chills were so very much more severe than usual, and continued so long it 
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assistance, even though his bride had done all within her power to help hin. 

Hurridly a boat was hired and the short journey began. 

But it was soon evident that pneumonia had set in, and other complications 
were fast sapping his strength. The "Reaper of Death" is no respector of persons. 

There alone on the Chinese houseboat, with the greedy Yangtsi river lapping at 
the time-blackened planks of the hull, Kitty Moses watched beside her husband as 
he slipped away to his Heavenly Home. The river flowed by, on and on. But the 
newly-wed Kitty sat alone with her dead, 

Outside their cabin the noisy boatmen chatted and smoked, unaware of the sor- 
row going on within. On each side of the river precipices hemmed in the rushing 
waters, and across the valley echoed the gongs of some far-away temple. 

Darkness? Yes indeed! But not the darkness of heathendom and hopeless damna- 
tion, It was the dariness of heartache that threatened to Overwhelm. After all 
the waiting to marry, now her beloved was lying cold and dead beside her. 

Yes, Kitty knew something of the darkness of sorrow. How her heart turned to 
the Lord during the weeks that followed the laying away of his body and the facing 
of life again -- alone! 

But the Lord said there are treasures in the darimess of sorrow, for we "sor- 
row not as others which have no hope. For if we believe that Jesus died and rose 
again, even so them also which sleep in Jesus (the body is sleeping until the res- 
urrection) will God bring with him (the Person is with the Lord immediately )" 

(1 Thess,4:13-14), 


So'what are some of the treasures of darkness? Aye, the abiding presence of 
the Lord, the reality of His comfort, the purifying of His will, the teaching us 
to trust the One unseen -— treasures that only darkness of sorrow can reveal to 
the one who is trusting in Him. From the bitter night Kitty came forth matured 
and deepened spiritually, with new faith and greater love for her work, as well 
4s a source of comfort to lend to others in their distresses. 


"All suffering is lonely. We may be Surrounded by a host of friends 
who gladly would try in eagerness to minister 
within our solitude. 


But no! No human hand can touch the heart. Our dearest friend 
is stranger to our need. In utter lonliness we stand apart -. 
uncomforted indeed! 


If it were not for the One Whose heart has known the lonliest road, 
the bitterest agony; Whose friends slept soundly as He prayed alone 
in dark Gethsemane; 


Who climbed a lonely hill one April day; that we, through lonely hours 
might touch His hands, to find we are companioned in the dark 
by One Who understands," 


4s soon as an escort was available, Kitty returned to Chungking to continue as 
hostess at the mission headquarters. There was a special occasion coming up when 
she had to prepare for a gathering of all the missionaries in the nearby province 
for the first China Inland Mission Conference in West China. 

It was a great honor that the founder of the mission, Hudson Taylor himself 
and his wife, were already on their way up river to speak to the group, for spir- 
itual refreshment as well as general discussion regarding mission policy. 

Kitty was a charming hostess and beloved by all who met her. Her victory in 
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her own personal loss was a great testimony to the other missionaries who were at 
the conference. It is noteworthy that so many of missionaries are women. The ra- 
tio is about eight women to two or three men. Where are the men who could go? 


(Kitty is in the front and center) 


A co-worker wrote, "The first time I met Kitty was at a tea where she presided 
over the afternoon tea table, and I was delighted with her charm and gracious man~ 
ner. Those occasions never lust their English home atmosphere." 

During his stay at the conference, Dr. Taylor became seriously ill. Kitty had 
the privilege of nursing him back to health again -- an honor that she always re- 
membered with joy and gratefulness, especially since it was so soon after her own 
beloved husband had been taken in death. 

She remained as housekeeper at the home until a married couple was available. 
However, much of the actual work of welcoming and entertaining new arrivals and 
travelers who passed through the city on their way to other stations fell on Kit- 
ty's shoulders, 

With the additional tasks of teaching at the mission school and visiting in 
the city, she had her days well filled and interesting. And yet, the crowds, the 
ever curious or shouting or jeering or laughing or sneering, intimidated her great- 
ly as she went about the streets. But none of that deterred her enthusiasm for 
the work she had come all the way from England to do. 


Six years passed. In all this time Kitty had never taken a trip alone into 
the districts far from Chungking, so she was more than pleased when it was suggest- 
ed that she visit an out-station a day and a half up river. 

A very reliable old Chinese evangelist and a Bible woman were her companions. 
But they were not very companionable, for the dignified old gentleman seated him- 
self at the front -- and wan speaking to no one. On his head he wore two skull 
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caps: "One for rainy days -- one for sunshine!" The Bible woman rolled herself in 
a thick wadded quilt and was miserably seasick! 

At one stop during the day, Kitty brought 
out a bar of chocolate candy for a snack. 
With a stone she was trying to crack it, but 
was stopped by the gallant evangelist who in- 
sisted that he help her. His curiosity was 
greater than his pride, so her opened the 
paper wrapping to see what it contained. He 
smelled it «= and then he licked it. 

“Why, it is sweet!" he exclaimed as he 
licked it again and again. 

"Yes," said Kitty, "I was going to eat 
iti® 


"Oh, my deepest apologies!" he was truly sorry and willing to make amends. So 
drawing out his soiled kerchief from his even more soiled sleeve, he carefully 
polished the chocolate dry, re-wrapped it in the paper, cracked it expertly with 
two stones, and handed it back with a deep bow! The sleeve was a Chinese pocket. 

The inn where they werd to stay 
was comfortless and dirty as only a 
Chinese inn can be. A smelly sewer 
gutter ran along outside under the 
only window. They had to close the 
window, preferring less air to foul 
air! 

The town was soon ablaze with the 
news of the new arrivals, and crowds 
gathered to get their first look at a 
white woman ever to come their way. 
They filled the outer guestroom until 
there was no place to stand to preach 
except on the table. 

The Bible woman was fearless and 
climbed onto the table without embar- 
rassment. When she was preached out, 
she beckoned Kitty to take her place. 
The missionary tried her best to hide 
her lack of poise, but she soon noted 
that the people were lcoking at her 
feet instead of listening to what she 
was saying. Whispering and giggling, 
they pointed to her feet. There on 
that table right before their eyes 
her feet looked twice their size com- 
pared to the tiny bound feet of the 
other women! 

(Mr. Two-Yats and Bible woman are Day after day the crowds returned 

at the right) in relays, hardly giving time to eat 
and rest. When the trio finally left for home, they were filled with joy that so 
many souls had heard the story of the God of love. Both the evangelist and the 
Bible woman chattered all the way back to Chungking in their excitement. 
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One of the sad customs in early China was the fashion of binding the feet of 
small girls so that they would have four-inch long "lilies", to prove that they 
were high-class and not slaves. Over 
courtyard walls the cries of children 
were enough to twist the heart in sym- 
pathy, knowing that ignorant mothers 
were binding the little feet to keep 
them from growing normally. 

Yards of coarse bandages were used 
to wind around and around the child's 
feet, breaking the arch and forcing 


toes underneath, thus maiming the girl 
for life. All this pita done in the pyres, a 


name of fashion -- a fashion which is 
extinct today, no doubt due to mis- 
sionary effort. (Foot-binding) 


Arriving back in Chungking, they climbed the tier after tier of crooked steps 
from the river to the city gates. The feet of countless water-carriers kept those 
steps slippery and wet. Overhead, newly-dyed blue cotton cloth was drying in fes- 
toons across the streets. Noodle venders dished up their delicacies; and barbers 
were busy massaging and slapping backs, shaving heads and de-lousing pigtails. 

(In those days gentlemen wore the long pigtail, or cue, at the back of their head 
and shaved the front half, A skull cap topped it all.) 

A funeral procession passed by. It was evidently that of a rich person, for 
there were a great number of hemp-girded mourners (hired for the occasion) carry- 
ing bundles of paper "money" to burn at the grave for the use of the deceased in 
the after world (the money was fake, of course!). The procession also included 
paper replicas of furniture,miniature houses, horses, and boxes of paper clothing 
to be burned at the grave amidst firecrackers and loud wailing as a send-off for 
the dead. 

On the other hand, the poor were simply carried away and covered with earth on 
some lonely hillside. Coffins were thick and heavy with a shaped cover some ten 


(Heavy confine. were laid on the oes and covered with earth) 


inches thick. This was the only preservative used to protect the body from grave- 
robbers and the weather. But it was easy for ghouls to unearth them again. They 
usually chose to bury on some hill that had a temple at the tov, so as to have 
religious coveraze in hope of a better after-life. ( 
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All the evil inventions against those who came with the true gospel was the 
result of centuries of idolatry. As the scripture says in Isaiah 44:15-17, that 
men cut down a tree and use part of it to cook their food and warm themselves, 
and with the stump carve an image, "he falleth down unto it, and worshippeth it, 
and prayeth unto it, and saith, Deliver me: for thou art my god." 3 


(Note the money boxes in the foreground ) 
Chungking idols 


Chunking was the civic center for the British government, so it was well pop- 
ulated with businessmen, merchants, ship's captains, and travelers. With no ex- 
ception, unattached men including missionaries -- and even the consul, vied for 
the favor of the beautiful Mrs. Moses. She was mown as The Belle of West China! 

The senior missionaries at the C.I1.M station, Dr. and Mrs. Parry, became very 
dear friends to Kitty during those years. She often said with 4 catch in her 
voice, "They understand me better than anyone else I have known; I count them a= 
mong my dearest friends." They had such 4 happy spirit, and enjoyed a joke most 
heartily. Their spirituality did not rob them of their merriment. Dr. Parry 
wrote, "Kitty Moses is truly a lovable soul, a real missionary, and one of the 
front rank workers...one of God's true saints." 


Deep waters were ahead for the China Inland Mission as well as for all for- 
eigners in China. The year 1900 AD. stands out in Christian history as one of 
the darkest years of infamy. The Empress Dowager published the edict commanding 
that all foreigners should be purged from the land. The reactionary party stir- 
red up rabble mobs with a thirst for blood. In their ignorance the Chinese were 
attempting to wipe out their best friends. The massacre that followed was called 
"The Boxer Uprising." The name came from the idea of boxers fighting for their 
supremacy. It fell like a pall upon missionaries in far-away provinces who had 
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little time or means to evacuate before the killers came upon them. 

Women and children were loaded on boats first as quickly as possible to make 
their way down towards Shanghai. It was the month of the floods, so transporta- 
tion was difficult to secure from fearful boatmen who trembled as much at the swel- 
ling waters as at the threats of the "Boxers." 

Kitty and the group at Chungking were promised a boat, but the captain packed 
out several times until his higher demands for money reached the desired level. 

That houseboat carried a motley crowd of passengers: women and children, an insane 
lady, an expectant mother, and several single ladies. As a nurse, Kitty had her 
hands full. 

Along the way the wind died down and they had to tie up and wait. Precious 
hours passed, ladened with rumors, as messenger after messenger came running with 
the news that the "Boxers" were coming closer and had no mercy for women or child- 
ren. Helpless, the little company could do nothing but wait, and wait upon the 
Lord in prayer as they committed the way unto Him and trusted in Him. Their in- 
tense prayers were answered by the arrival of a small steamer from up river, carry- 
ing the men of the mission who were also on their way to safety. The stranded 
women and children were picked up. 

Then came word that mobs had outpaced them and were waiting at the next town 
for their ship to arrive. It was not a happy anticipation, and hearts turned to 
lead in the dread of what might come. Missionaries are human, you know, and have 
the same emotions as anyone else! Those were intense hours of prayer that filled 
those dark miles -- prayer that turned to praise as the town was passed without 
any mishap. , 

Further down the river there was a sudden explosion that shook the steamer; 
hissing steam billowed from the hatchways. Then the engine stopped dead. Now 
what? A boiler had burst! 

Providentially, another steamer was lying in harbor. This was quickly charter- 
ed for the next leg of the journey. But,all this time fearful reports were coming 
in from interior stations 
where husbands and other 
workers had been caught 
by the bloody assailants 
and had had to give up 
their lives for the name 
of the Lord. 

There was a couple 
of days layover while 
the steamer prepared to 
leave, so Chinese Christ- 
ians took the foreigners 
into their homes. These 
believers actually risk- 
their own lives by doing 
so. 

‘ Ni i Kitty and a family 
as “t ea nl : bet with children were to- 
Wis 


ae ae 


gether. The baby was 
one that she had deliv- 
“ered on the trip, and it 
was still in the crying 
stage, only days old. 


et a 


Some suffer so much; and others so little!) 
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Suddenly a cry went up in the streets, "The Boxers are coming! The Boxers 
are coming!" The Christian could find no place in his house to hide so many peo 
ple -- until he remembered the loft over the guestroom. He brought a ladder and 
helped them all up into the dark hole filled with cobwebs. The baby was crying 
and the other children whimpering -- the adults were praying. 

Then came the sounds of the bandits entering the house, demanding, "Where are 
the foreign devils?" The owner spoke calmly, "Look and see! The house is small 
to hide anyone." 

There was the noise of banging as the intruders knocked the furniture around, 
looking everywhere. They finally announced, "There's no one here. Let's go!" 

But just 
then one man 
looked up -- 
there was the 
trap door in 
the ceiling! 
"Look! there 
is a loft. 

Get a ladder!" 

The lad- 
der was found 
hidden in the 
back of the 
house and' 
dragged into 
place. 

Up in the 
attic the par- 
ents held the 
children so 
they would not 
make a sound. 
Even the baby 
was quiet. 

They felt 
@ man climb- 
ing up, saw 
perks Tac ("Nobody up here!") 
man's arm and profile as he looked first to one side and then to the other. Then 
he announced, "Nobody up here!" and banged the trap shut and left! 

The little group was huddled directly back of him. The trap door blocked them 
from his view! 


How grateful they all were to re-board a steamer and finally straggle into the 
C.I.M. compound in Shanghai! They realized that their lives had been spared to 
continue the message of salvation to the Chinese. Earthly possessions appeared to 
be very inconsequential indeed compared to the preciousness of life. 

Some $333,000,000 worth of property loss of the mission was nothing compared 
*o the seventy-nine lives of missionaries that had been snuffed out by the "Box- 
ers." Many were tortured before death. 

Those who lived knew that there was yet work for them to do. This is true 
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of each of us as well: we are alive today, Christians,-- in order that we also may 
get God's message out to those around us. "He saved them for his name's sake, that 
he might make his mighty power to be known" (Psa.106:8). 


God made "the wrath of man to praise Him;" for out of the chaos came glory. 
Many trophies of His grace remained in China 
even as there have been many in modern Com- in 
munist China who have stood true to their 
Lord in spite of persecution. Men and wo- ya 
men and youth have had a dauntless tes- 
timony to those who would never have 
listened otherwise. Chinese Christ- 
ians witnessed to their neighbors as 
well as to the bandits. 

More than one murderer, with drip- 
ping sword, was led to the foot of the 
Saviour where his sin was washed away 
in the blood of Christ. One Chinese 
pastor was caught and challenged that 
if he would recant and deny the foreign 
God, they would let him go free. He in- 
stead denied to deny! .The bandits brand- 
ed him with a cross on his foreheai. He 
carried that scar with joy even as the 
Apostle Paul, who said, "I bear in my body 
the marks of the Lord Jesus" (Gal.6:17). 


Dark days? Yes, as dark as the cause of 
Christ has ever known. Treasures? Yes, the (Kitty in 
suffering of the saints has worked out to the 1900) 
glory of God as well as to their eternal.reward in glory and the influence that 
has led so many to "follow in their train," as well as those who have turned to 
salvation through Christ because of their testimony. 

They can say, "I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have 
kept the faith: Henceforth there is laid up for me a crown of righteousness, which 
the Lord, the righteous judge shall give me at that day: and not to me only, but to 
all them also that love his appearing" (2 Tim.4:7+8). 


From several who spent those months that followed in Shanghai has come the re- 
ports of the encouragement and help that Kitty proved to be to the entire company, 
and especially to the several expectant mothers whose babies were born under her 
able care. 

The work of the China Inland Mission carried on as the missionaries returned 
to their fields to find burned and looted homes. As the frenzy and lust for kill- 
ing died down, they regathered and re-established the loose ends of the work and 
the Chinese believers were able to come out of hiding. But ever since, there has 
been a constant civil war in West China where one bandit chief would take a town 
from another, and then the loser would go and take another town from another chief. 
Every time the battle ended the winner looted the town and carried away the peo- 
ple's possessions until China has been reduced to poverty. What is more, the sol- 
diers commandeered any able-bodied man who was not a soldier and made him carry 
the loads of loot, thus making him leave his farm and family unattended. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


"when I bring a cloud over the earth, the bow shall be seen in the cloud"(Gen.9:14) 


Soon after the uprising had ceased, Kitty returned to England for her first 
furlough. Evidently her father had passed away before his daughter saw him again, 
but she was able to rent a little cottage near the sea and spend much of her time 
with her aging mother. It was a time of singular sweetness and fellowship, and 
together they knew what was perhaps the happiest time of the little mother's life. 

It was with joy and comfort that the daughter remembered this holiday when a 
very short time after returning to China again she received the news that her mo- 
ther had gone to Heaven. 


Back in China, Kitty was assigned to her former station in Chungking. 

While on the houseboat going up river, she was watching the water slipping by 
one day when she heard a faint cry. 
This was surprising since the land 
was far away. So she looked around 
to see where the sound came fron 
away out there. 

Then she noticed an old broken 
water jar bobbing along on the cur- 
rent. As it drew alongside close 
enough to see, the cries grew loud- 
er. There in the pottery was a pit- 
eous new-born baby girl! 

There was only time for a quick 
glimpse before the swirling eddy 
sucked it with its human burden down 
to the bottom of the river. Not 
even @ ripple remained to tell the 
tragic story. But then, it was on- 
ly another of China's unwanted baby (Just another baby girl) 
girls which had effectively been done away with without the mother having to see 
her die, Perhaps the mother-in-law had done the job. 

Kitty was genuinely upset. The incident remained in her mind and she told of 
it in her meetings to show the wickedness of their practice. But even the Christ- 
ian women remonstrated with her, "Oh teacher, do not ve so disturbed at such a lit- 
tle thing. Hundreds of baby girls are done away with daily in our land!" 

"Have you ever done such a thing?" she asked one woman. 

"Oh, yes. I have destroyed some twenty or more for myself and others. If we 
do not get rid of them, they will only grow up to be slaves. Our husbands and 
mzothers-in-law do not wish girl babies." 

Life is cheap in heathen lands. It is the gospel that makes the difference. 

As never before the sadness of heathendom burdened Kitty's soul. For this reason 
she went about to reach as many homes as possible, if they would let her in. 

On the other hand, a baby boy was a treasure. They clapped a girl's cap on 
mis head as soon as he was born so that the evil spirits would think he was a 
zirl and not bother with him! Girls were not worth bothering with -- not even 
for demons! What would the FRA think of that! 
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Throughout the land in those days could be seen small pagodas isolated far out 
in the countryside. These little towers had 
steps around the outside to reach the top 
which was about ten feet from the ground. 
There was a hole at the top just big enough 
to push a baby through. These were called 
"Baby Towers." Unwanted babies were taken 
by the mid-wife or mother-in-law or grand- 
mother ard dropped into the hole to fall on 
the rotting bodies of other babies, and cry 
herself to death. They could never be got 
ten out again. It was just one less mouth 
to feed; out of sight and out of mind! 

A man child was important because he 
could marry someone else's daushter and 30 
coring in more slaves for the mother-in-law! 


On the other hand, a Chinese wedding means great rejoicing for everyone except 
the bride. She knows full well that she will become the family slave in her hus- 
band's house, even though she might have been the slave in her own home all her 
past life. But perhaps someday she will be a mother-in-law herself with slaves! 


(Christian newlyweds) 
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No matter how glad the bride might be to escape her intolerable existence as 
a single girl, she must assume reluctance and tears as proof of her modesty. Part 
of the procedure was for her to pull and wrestle with the women servants to keep 
from being led to the sedan chair which would carry her to her new home. 

The bridal chair was decorated in red, for red is the color of good luck. 
Firecrackers and musical instruments accompany the procession of servants carrying 
boxes of trousseau, trays of sweetmeats and jewels, to show the wealth of the fam- 
ily. However, everyone knows that all those things are rented, even the bride's 
robes and headdress; and they will all have to be returned to be used another day 
for another wedding! 

Arriving at her husband's house, she is led to a bridal chamber where she is 
seated on the bed or dias, and all the women come to look at her and discuss her 
appearance. ‘The bride must not raise or lower her eyes or respond in any way. 

The next event in a heathen wedding is that the couple stand togethor before 
the ancestral gods and then bow down and kneel before them. As each guest comes 
forward and lays 9 gift of cakes or candied fruit on the table, the couple must 
bow down to the ground again -- over and over again with each guest. A servant 
has to help the poor bride get up and down with all her heavy bridal finery! 

All this time the bride is heavily veiled with a red silk veil. The groom 
has not yet seen her face, for the marriage was all arranged with the parents by 
a marriage broker. It was always a surprise to him when he removed her veil and 
saw her for the first time! Sometimes a shocking surprise, and vise versa! 


This was all such a contrast to a Christian wedding. The bride and groom sat 
on each side of a small table with two cups of tea. After the church ceremony is 
over the groom removes his bride's veil and hands her a cup of tea. They sip the 
cups of tea as a seal of the marriage. 

Kitty told about such an occasion when the groom had removed the veil and did 
not know what to do with it, so he balled it up in his hands and then found dif- 
ficulty in offering a cup of tea to his wife. He spilled the tea on her rented 
robes. Here's hoping he could return them and not have to buy them! 

It was at this wedding that 
Kitty was called upon to per- 
form the ceremony since there 
was no missionary man or local 
pastor available. Another oc- 
casion she held a funeral ser- 
vice for an elderly Christian; 
and again, baptized a dying 
convert. 

But her main responsibil- 
ity was housekeeper at the 
mission headquarters. She had 
difficulties teaching the cook 
to do things in the English 
way. He just could not under- 
stand WHY toast had to be stood 
up in the silver rack to keep 
it crisp. 

One morning Kitty entered 
the kitchen in time to see the 
toast being made. It was stand- 
ing up alright -- between his bare toes! Kitty was horrified! 


> 1 


Christmas 1902 was drawing near. Some concern was felt for three young men 
who were coming up river and were long over-due. Prayer was made for their safe- 
ty. They were bringing many boxes of supplies for the business department in 
Chungking to be distributed throughout mission stations in West China. 

From ‘the mission publication, "The China's Millions," comes the report of 
what happened, written by one of the men in the party. 


"After three days, the boat- 
men lost control of our houseboat 
and we were swept around and a- 
round by the current and driven 
onto some rocks. We hastened to 
help with the bailing of water 
that was gushing into the hold. 

"“Kach boatman was busy secur- 
ing his own bedding, caring noth~ 
ing about the valuable cargo in 
the broken hull. 

"Thinking we were going to 
sink, instructions were given to 
the trackers on shore to pull the 
wreck over to land and secure it 
to the rocks where it would be 


high and dry. 
"One of our companions, Mr. 
William Hockman, and I climbed (The wreck) 


into the hold to try to rescue things that were floating around. We finally per- 
suaded the men to help unload the boxes out and onto the land. 

"With very few exceptions, everything was soaked. We piled the packing cases 
around to enclose a square, then placed the smaller boxes on top of them. A mat- 
ting covered over all as 
a roof, and finally the 
sail from the boat rain- 
proofed everything. 

"In this shack Mr. 
Hockman and I lived for 
five days to watch over 
the cargo while our other 
companion went by foot to 
the next town to secure 
another boat. 

"It is not easy to 
describe one's feelings 
at the time of a wreck. 
yet of one thing we are 
certain: the Lord's pres-— 
ence was with us. We 
were in complete peace. 

"We lost quite 4 num- 
ber of items. Much was 
destroyed by the water. 
(The temporary shelter ) Yet it made Scripture a 

new reality to us when 
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we experienced Hebrews 10:34: '...took the spoiling of your goods, knewing in 
yourselves that ye have in heaven a better and an enduring substance.' As we 
lost some things that were precious to us with sentimental value, the words of 
our Lord came to mind, 'Lay 
up for yourselves treasures 
in heaven.' 

"The days spent at the 
wreck were not unhappy ones 
by any'means, and in look- 
ing back we can thank the 
Lord for leading through 
each experience and 'work- 
ing all things together for 
good for them that love 
God. '" 

Will Hockman was the 
cook for the travelers. He 
was exceptionally versatile 
and ingenious. 


On Christmas Eve, just 
after the plans were con- 
pleted for a mission fellow- 
ship at Chungking, two of 
these shipwrecked mariners 
‘arrived. Bedraggled, tired 
and hungry, they were wel- a 

comed into the festivities (The handy-man cook! ) 

with cheer. ; 

But the new arrivals did in a way disrupt the carefully planned distribution 
of gifts amongst the group. What to give. the visitors? Kitty was in a quandry. 

She MUST think of something: but what? Oh, what? 

Searching through her few belongings, she found little that might make a gift 
for a man. There was a kerchief which she wrapped up for one of them -- but there 
was still the American, Mr. Hockman. Then she chuckled — there at the bottom of 
her trunk was a saucy little monkey-head on a glove as a puppet. That was it! It 
had been given her as a joke, but nothing could be more original. With a smile 
she wrapped it up for Will Hockman, 

He was highly amused by it, and donned the glove, making the monkey perform 
with much adroitness. However, he found himself far more facinated by his lovely 
hostess: the "Belleof West China." So she had gained a new admirer! 

Every other eligible gentleman was already in the race for the hand of the 
beautiful Kitty Moses, but Will Hockman proved to be more than “just another suit- 
or." Being a widow could be decidedly complicated! 

Unlike any of her other admirers, the American presented his suit with contin- 
ued persistance and ardor. She could not help but notice hin. 


His first letter was delivered to her room. 
"Dear Mrs. Moses: This little note is for your quiet hours. I assure you it 
has not been written hastily, but after much prayer. 
‘"May I tell you a little story? A young man in the course of his journey tar- 
ried in a certain city not a few days. He was privileged to make the acquaintance 
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of a fair lady, whose friendship deepened every day. From the very first he priz- 
ed her as an exceptional friend -- one that seemed as if he had always known her. 
He was not long in discovering that her 
face meant more to him than any face he 
had ever seen before; it stood before 
his eyes day and night, whether she we 
were present or no. And her smiles 

were like real treasures. 

"Though he sought to be exceedingly 
‘reserved, his heart WOULD NOT be con- 
troled. He was irresistibly drawn by 4 
beauty of her life and person and com- 
passion. She has simply won his heart 
COMPLETELY. 

"Her presence has the indescribable 
charm for him, and the look of her eye 
sets his heart throbbing. 

"He had hitherto had some rather 
conservative personal views on some mat 
ters of life -- especially that love for 
another (the real true love) could only 
be the outcome of long months of asso 
ciation. But he has found that he must 
admit that he knew little about such 
matters, 

"In the first place, he has lived 
in one month more than he had ever liv- 
ed in years before. In the second place, 
he has not needed to LEARN love, for the 
love that fills his heart to the full 

(William H. Hockman) came without learning, and needed no 
cultivating. 

“My dear Mrs. Moses: the lady is yourself, and the heart you have won is mine, 
Did you mean to do it? You have guessed this long ago before I tell you, haven't 
you? I am afraid it could not be concealed. 

“Very, very sincerely yours, 

WILLIAM H. HOCKMAN," 


To this note came the rather discouraging reply that Kitty considered herself 
ALMOST promised to someone else. This came as a deep shock to the ardent Will, 
but he would not take "No" for an answer. He could see she was wavering. 

To a person in love, unrequited love is indeed a dark valley of heartbreak. It 
is not mere trivia when there is sincere love which has not been returned. But 
even this darlmess can have treasures from the Lord: He uses it to mature the dis- 
appointed one, to teach how to love another with an even greater love sent from 
Himself instead of just personality attraction. There is even such a thing as the 
Lord denying human love in order to make one more dependent upon Him as the Lover 
of our soul. There are worse things than being single! 

To Will Hockman, those days of waiting were a real valley of soul darkness. 

But one day, during housecleaning, he was helping Kitty to hang a large pic- 
ture in the parlor. ‘To reach the nail he had to climb a rickety ladder, so she 
helped to hold the ladder. After the picture was safely hung, he looked down from 
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his precarious perch and said, "This ladder is dangerous, but I will not come down 
until you give me your promise that you will marry me!" 

Kitty did not know what to do. She could not let loose of the ladder lest he 
be injured. In her own words she said, "I did not have a choice!" 

With her answer of "Yes!" the love-struck Will did not take long to reach her 
side! His next note reveals the rejoicing of his heart, "I glanced at your face 
this morning, and know you are very happy today. How good our Father is to us! 
How I do love you! I was so full of joy last night that I could scarcely sleep." 

Their engagement was soon announced publicly. 


But just who was this man who had so successfully wooed and won the charming 
Kitty Moses? 
WILLIAM H. HOCKMAN 
Will Hockman was born in St Paris, Ohio, in 1873, to devotedly religious and 
yet very humble parents of a most conservative Calvinistic school of "Old School 
Baptists" who found it a severe trial when their only son volunteered to go to 
China. His father, Eli Hockman, was a sort of patriarch among the townspeople. 
His counsel was sought on all matters of public interest. 
As an architect and civil engineer, he gave muth attention 
to municipal constructions and city buildings. 

The family moved to Marion, Indiana, the center of the 
gas region where Eli entered into partnership in a furni- 
ture factory. Being a man of unresting activity, he spent 
his spare time creating fine cabinet work. 

In fact, he was the inventer of the kitchen cabinet 
with all its diversified utilities which has become a part 
of American kitchens for the past decades. 

From this industrious father, Will Hockman inherited 
his own versatility and skill in handiwork of all kinds, 
as well as his rather quiet and stoic disposition. 

j The Hockmans originally came over to America from 
Berne, Switzerland, and settled in the Shenandoah Valley, 
Virginia; then to Ohio; and finally in Indiana. 


Will Hockman's mother had come 
: “ 7 from England. For some twenty years 
(Eli Hoekman) she had been an invalid in almost 
complete helplessness, But she 
was so patient and gentle with never a word of complaint. 
However, because of her suffering, the house was always 
kept quiet and dark for her comfort. Her severe arthri- 
tis pain made any youthful merriment or entertaining out 
of the question, so there was no hearty laughter or fun 
ringing out in the silent rooms where Will lived, 

As a boy he had to learn to work hard and to care for 
himself and his younger sister: to cook, to wash and mend 
his clothes and hers. 

But he dearly loved to swim. It was perhaps his only rec- 
reation, and released him to be a boy again. However, Sunday 
swimming was definitely forbidden, as it was in most Christian ‘ 
eitios. (Will's mother) 

One particularly hot Sunday afternoon his friends called for him to join them 
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of foreign missions. However, nothing could have 


in a swim. The lure of the cool water was too great, so the stuffy Sunday suits 
were duffed with whoops of joy as they prepared to enter the pond. 

One lad, in his exuberance, swung his metal-tipped suspenders over his head 
with glee -- there was an agonized shriek! The metal had cracked smartly across 
the scalp of another boy, laying open a long raw 
wound that spurted blood down his face. It was a 
frightened and sober group of boys that helped 
their companion to the nearest doctor. Needless 
to say, Will was soundly trounced for his parti- 
cipation in the unfortunate incident, 

- Growing up, he attended Franklin College, and i Me CR ie te sg 
during weekends preached in a small rural church Pe xe 
as a student pastor. His fine bass voice was 
heard in a gospel quartette, an ensemble that 
distinguished itself by being the first gospel 
team to tour the country. 

While they were in the west during their itin- 
erary, they were called upon to sing hymns for 
Governor Evans of Colorado as he lay on his death 
bed. Governor Evans had previously founded the 
city of Evanston, Illinois, and it was also after 
him that Mount Evans was named. 

During these college days, Will felt the call 


come as a sadder shock to his parents who did not 
‘pelieve in missions of any sort. 

After graduating from college, he obtained an 
apprenticeship with a dentist in Marion and picked 
up a practical working knowledge of dentistry 
which stood him in good stead in later years in 
China as he helped so many others, including his 


(Will Hockman, 8 yrs) 
own children. This also gave him a basic understanding of first aid and medicine. 


But this training was only the means to an end. When he had earned enough as 
a dentist, he left home to enroll in the brand new Bible Institute in Chicago be- 
ing established by the prominent gospel preacher and soul-winner, Dwight L. Moody. 
The contact with Mr. Moody was greatly instrument- 
al in the anointing of personal zeal for God's 
work in the young man's heart. He had the privi- 
lege of accompanying the eminent preacher in some 
of his evangelistic campaigns as a member of the 
gospel quartette, and seeing’ the Lord work in the 
salvation of souls. This was valuable encourage- 
ment to Will Hockman. 


While at the Moody Bible Institute he learned 
of the new mission to China which planned to pen- 
etrate far into the western areas. He made appli- 
cation to sail under this China Inland Mission as 
a missionary. 

There was just one drawback -- he had lost 
much of his top hair during a bout with typhoid 
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(Will Hockman in college) 


fever during his college days, so his hair was slow to grow. But in China the 
style for men was to wear a pigtail, or cue, and the mission wished that the mis- 
sionaries look as much like the nationals as possible in clothes and hair style. 
So Will began the rather complicated job of trying to grow hair! 


Bede i dln: akties Lie eh cc eee en ee x 
(The gospel quartette. Will is on the right) 

William H. Hockman arrived in China in 1902. 

His hair problem was solved by an artificial pigtail sewed into the Chinese 
skull cap which was also part of the national costume. These caps were kept on 


the head at all times, indoors as well as out. Few of his 
acquaintences even guessed that his hair was thin on top! 

Later on, in China, while walking along 4 crowded 
street, he was jostled by a coolie carrying a bamboo pole 
over his shoulder with baskets of pigs grunting as they 
were carried to market. Before he knew it, Will felt a 
draft on the top of his head. Putting his hand up to in- 
vestigate, he found that his cap and cue were gone! He 
turned just in time to see his precious “crown and glory" 
caught in the coolie's load and fast disappearing down the 
street. There were hoots of laughter from the passing 
crowds as Will dashed after the pigs to recover his pride! 
This is a real "pig tale!" 

Mr. Hockman was first assigned to language study, and 
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then preceded up river to Chungking with the load of supplies for the missionaries 
in West China. It was a fateful trip -- shipwreck beset them. But that all be 
came a blessing in disguise for the young American who met and won the lovely Mrs. 


Moses, 


A notice of the marriage appeared in "The China's Millions:" 

"On the 12th of November, 1904, Mr. W.H, Hockman and Mrs. W.B. Moses were married 
at Hankow." 

A festive and public wed- 
ding had been planned to take 
place several days after the 
couple arrived in Hankow from 
Chungking. But on arrival 
they found that the American 
consul who was to perform the 
ceremony was planning to go 
on a duck hunting trip the 
next day, so there was noth- 
ing to do but to get married 
that very evening while he 
was present to sign the li- 
cense,. 


The groom looked very Ori- 
ental in his best robe, black 
satin cap and long cue. The 
bride's robe was silk, and sil- 
ver braid trim. Her hair was combed smoothly into a luxurious coil at the back of 
her shapely head, and she carried a bouquet of garden flowers. 

The "Belle of West China" was now the new Mrs. Will Hockman! 

Since the newly-weds were complete strangers to the small community of foreign- 
ers in Hankow, the senior missionaries rose to the occasion and held a reception 
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for the young couple, inviting all the business folk as well as missionaries to 
the affair at the mission house. 

Toward the close of the evening, a late comer (an Australian who was obvious- 
ly a little bored by it all) sidled up to’a stranger on the fringe of the group 
and they struck up 4 conversation, 

Said the Australian, "Jolly fine party, doncha think? But, I say, can you 
tell me wot it's all about?" 

Will, who happened to be the one he was speaking to, made the casual explana- 
tion, "I guess there's been a wedding." 

After a moment of pondering came another question, "Have you any idea who's 
been marriei?" 

Will answered, "Well now, do you see that dark-haired lady over there by the 
fireplace? She's the bride." 

The Australian's curiosity was not yet satisfied, so he asked one more ques~ 
tion, "Seen anything of the lucky groom?" 

Came the "coup de grace" from Will, "That's me!" 

Such was the typical humor that epitomized William Hockman throughout his life, 
for he enjoyed a joke. 


As one ox the lead- 
ing men in the mission 
as the months passed, 
Will took his place on 
the committees for the 
C.I.M. conferences and 
business meetings, He 
was a man that people 
looked up to for sound 
advice. 

In this picture, 
Will is on the left 
foreground. Note how 
all the men are in the 
Chinese clothes and 
caps. This was still 
in the early days of 
the mission at the turn 
of the century. 


These missionaries 
had one common bond -- 
a burden for souls and 
the spreading of the gospel in China. Leaving homeland end family and friends and 
all the comforts of civilization, devoted missionaries were willing to give up all 
for the service of the Lord "Who have Himself for our sins, that He might deliver 
us from this present evil world" (Gal.1:4). 

The Lord Jesus said, “If any man will come after me, let him deny himself, and 
take up his cross, and follow me" (Matt.16:24). 

To take up our cross means to be willing to take the deprivation and persecu- 
tion that goes along with following the Lord: this involves true self denial. But 
when we are not willing to deny SELF, then we deny Christ. Self denial is really 


selfish-denial! 


(Mission meeting, 1906) 
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CHAPTER V. 


"The darkness and the light are both alike to Thee" (Psalm 139:12). 


In a far-away out-station named Kuanshien (quan-shen), Will and Kitty Hockman 
began their work together. 

The sad plight of the women and girls of China gripped Kitty's heart as she 
now found herself constantly amongst the people as she visited in their homes, 
The misery, ignorance, superstitions and disease were appalling. 

Slowly the women learned to trust the foreign woman and to call upon her in 
times of need or distress. This was reward indeed to encourage her to ceaseless 
effort and zeal. 


Called to a mud hovel to help a poor 
little child-wife in her hour of'need, Kit- 
ty stayed until a wee baby girl was born. 
The young mother needed urgent attention, 
sc the new baby was handed to the grand- 
mother who stood by muttering in disgust, 
"A girl! Curses on her! Girls are no use 
but for some mother-in-law! Useless ani- 
mal!" and still grumbling, she bore the 
tiny bundle away. 

When the mother was comfortable, Kit- 
ty turned to care for the baby. But the 
room was quiet and the infant gone. 

"Grandmother, where is the child?" 

"Outside!" the woman stood empty- 
handed, and impassive. 


"But I want to wash and dress her in 
these pretty clothes. Where is she?" 

Kitty was led outside the back door 
where the faintly-wailing babe was lying 
naked in the garbage bucket. 

After cleaning and dressing the tiny 
mite, Kitty laid her in the arms of her 
girl-mother. But as the missionary left 
it was with a heavy heart, for she knew 
only too well that the little mother 
would not be allowed to keep the child. (Thrown into the garbage) 


Another day, when passing down "Coffin-and-Bucket Alley," where rows of black 
lacquered coffins lined the street with their thick. lids invitingly open for is- 
spection, there was a tiny house which clung to the neighbor's walls. It was here 
that Kitty and the Bible woman had come to visit. 

The woman of the house had attended the chapel, so she was pleased to have the 
missionary come. She dusted off a couple of chairs and then repaired to the kit- 
chen to make tea. From a cobwebbed shelf she took two cups, wiped them on her 
soiled gown, and brought in the tea. 

Four or five ragged children stopped their play on the mud floor to stare at 
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the foreigner. 

To do her visitors special honor, the hostess had prepared a festive delica- 
cy: two eggs poached in sweet water! Kitty accepted the offering with her best 
grace (to refuse would be to offend!), and then wondered what to do with them -- 
to eat she could not! Then a bright idea saved the day. Cutting off a portion 
of egg with her chopsticks, she popped it into the open mouth of the nearest boy. 
Then another piece to the next child, and another and another, until it was all 
gone! She bowed politely when the hostess exclaimed, "Oh, how generous the teach- 
er is!" : 


Passing through the jostling crowds one day, Kitty noticed a pale little tot 
of about three years of age wandering around by herself, barefooted and ragged; 
her whispy hair uncombed. But strange to say, on her wrist which was held up 
high for all to see was a circle of straw rope. 

“Why does she wear that straw?" the missionary 
asked her companion. 

"Because she is for sale," was the matter-of-— 
fact reply. "She will have to wear that straw un- 
till someone offers to buy her." 

There was nothing to do but to walk on. What 
heartbreak! Just another little girl, unloved and 
unwanted in a heathen land! 


Down they walked past "Pig-and-Fat" Road with 
its smells and squeals, past "Silk Street" and 
bales of high-piled cloth, on to “Umbrella Street" 
where the thoroughfare was cluttered with dozens 
of oiled-paper umbrellas drying in the sun. The 
odor of fresh lacquer mingled with the stench of 
sour wine. 

Beneath many of the bright, flower-like um- 
brellas, child workers sat weaving multicolored 
threads in and out the spokes into intricate de- 
signs such as is seen today inside Chinese para- 
sols. Kitty stopped to speak to two little girls 
who crouched at this labor day after day, week after week until their legs were 
so cramped and bent that they could scarcely walk erect. 


"Little girls, how old are you?" 

"I am six and my sister is five," the child was solemn as her fingers kept 
weaving as though afraid that she might be caught and beated if she paused. 

"How long have you worked thus?" 

The reply was a single word, "Always!" 

Child labor was free labor; all that was needed was a bowl of rice a day. 


7 


(or sale! ) 


Those who know God's Word can rest in the assurance that little children, 
even of heathen families, belong to the Lord until they come to the age of ac~ 
countability when they can mentally and spiritually comprehend the truth that has 
been given. They are not lost; they do not need to be "saved," they are "safe." 
But when the conscience is awakened and they can understand spiritual things, 
then they are responsible sinners and are lost. This is true of children born in 
Christian homes as well. The wages of sin must be earned by disobedience to Uod: 
intelligent and conscious rejection of His will, ‘The mentally incompetent are 
not condemned sinners -- urtil they grow old enouzh to choose right or wrong. 
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The Lord Jesus said, "Suffer (permit) little children, and forbid them not to 
come unto me: for of such is the kingdom of heaven" (Matt.19:14), He did not bap- 
tize or confirm them -- they DID BELONG 70 HIM! Baptism is only for believers. 


(Child slave labor) 


What a contrast the treat- 
ment of children in hea- 
then lands is to the babes 
born in Christian homes! 


In September 1905, the 
Hockmans sent word down river 
for a missionary doctor to come 
up to assist with the birth of 
their first child. Kitty had 
carefully prepared for the event 
since she had had so much exper~ 
ience in helping others, but 
this time there was special joy 
to sew and plan for her own 
babe. There were no stores to 
buy layettes out there! 

At the last minute the doc- 
tor was delayed, so a nurse was 
sent in his place. This young 
woman had just arrived from 
nursing school in England and 
had never attended a delivery 
before. She arrived with a 
bundle of books under her arm! 

After a brief examination 
of the patient, the lady sum- 
moned Mr. Hockman outside the 


(The first baby, Margaret ) 
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room and announced, "I'm sorry, but the baby is dead. And anyway, it cannot be 
born because of malproportions!" 

Will was staggered, "What do you suggest?" 

"Well, I brought some chloroform with me, so we'll just give her that to dead- 
en the pain, and I'll go and read up in my books." 

Thirty-six hours passed, and the supply of chloroform was exhausted. «itty 
awoke to find that her baby was not yet born. She could not believe when the wo- 
man told her that the baby was dead and could not be born. 

Lying there in her weakness and pain, and thinking she was to die with her 
babe,: she mew what it was to go down into the "valley of the shadow of death." 
Husband and wife prayed together, and took new courage. 

She called the "mid-wife" to her and thanked her for coming, and said, "You 
have done all you can for me, so it will be alright if you take the next boat on 
to your station. I only hope you will not presume to practice medicine without 
more study." 

So shaken was the nurse by this her first experience in a maternity case, that 
she gladly packed up her books and left; promising not to try to assist anyone 
again without more knowledge. 

Delayed by a day and a half He ccaees : 
by the needless and dangerous an- IN 
esthetic, an hour later on Sept- P 
ember 12th, a perfectly healthy . 
and normal baby was born spontan- 
eously with only the father's 
help! Her lusty cries brought 
tears of joy to her parents. She 
was named Margaret Emily. 

The new baby was flooded with “ Pa 
gifts from countless grateful mo- ¥ ys 
thers all over China whose own PP a. =! 

Oe 
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Precious children Kitty had deliv- 
ered. Thirty hand-embroidered 
dresses filled the nursery cup- 
board! 

This lively addition to the 
family did not curtail the mother's missionary efforts too much. fatty felt that 
her life was all the more to be yielded to the One Who had saved her from death as 
well as from damnation. She dedicated herself afresh to His work in China, com- 
tinuing on with her classes and visitation. The bonny girl proved to be a real 
help in opening hardened hearts and closed doors. How impressed the Chinese wo- 
men were to see the parent's love showered upon a GIRL! 


for example: while traveling from one out-station to another, the Hockmans 
were seeking lodging for the night. But the people were hostile and threatening, 
and room was refused. Unfavorable remarks revealed their antagonism, "Look at 
the big feet! It is a man in women's clothes!" 

Their native companion could not convince her countrymen that the foreigner 
with the baby was a woman -- until she got a good idea —- "Teacher, if you will 
just feed your baby, that will prove that you are not a man!" 

So Margaret Emily was formally nursed before all the women. There were nods 
and smiles as goodwill took the place of suspicion, and they drew near to admire 
the blond girl child. After that, Kitty was given the best place in the inn and 
waited on hand and foot! 
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™he next field of service for the Hockmans was Chentu, a large city where the 
same spiritual disease of cruelty and antagonism held sway. Coughing slaves toil- 
ed in smoke-filled kitchens under the acid tongue of their mistresses. Pilgrim- 
ages were still being made to lonely baby towers. 


Into such a country a dear red-headed little boy was born to Will and Kitty on 
October 29th, 1906. His glad parents named him Robert William. When only an hour 
old they dedicated him to God to be a foreign missionary doctor, praying that he 

Maer Ce nd would reach souls through medical skills. 
aS PF LF at “oh God answered this prayer in 4 mighty way some thirty 

el th ; years later when the world newspapers were honoring the name 
of Dr. Bob Hockman, medical missionary to Ethiopia. But how 
little did his parents realize that their hearts would be 
broken when he was killed while caring for the wounded dur- 
ing the Italian invasion in 1935. 

Robert, or Robbie as he was called until he grew up and 
was called Bob, was a happy boy who inherited his mother's 
disposition and his father's skills and versatility. 

Even as a man, those who knew Bob loved and admired him 
with his ready smile and fun-loving hunor. And yet, he was 
a man of strong convictions and a consistant testimony for 
His Lord. 


(Robbie) A few years later the family was transfer- 
red again to a new field in an even larger town west of Chung- 
king by the name of Kiating (jah-ding). It was here that an- 
other boy was born, Charles Frederick,on June 9th, 1908. He 
was a bonnie child with a lovable smile. 

How the parents rejoic- 
ed in the goodness of 
God in giving happy 
children: fair-haired 
Margaret, red-haired 
Robbie, and dark- 
: Be haired Charlie. 
(4 By this time the 

ra ie * ee mission had discarded 
See : ; E the practice of wear- 
(The three oldest) ing Chinese garb and 
European dress was permitted for the missionaries. 

The Hockman family was especially blessed to have a den- 
tist for a father and a nurse for their mother, and both 
with a knowledge of medicine. 


The months passed. But too soon the shadow of death 
again hovered over the life of Kitty Hockman, 

Three year old Margaret came down with whooping cough. 
She was well on the mend when she suddenly developed a very 
high fever and congestion of the lungs. So quickly did the 
pneumonia overtake her that even her parents did not real- 
ize that she was as ill as she was. With but limited drugs 
there was little that human beings could do, but pray. 
She was kept isolated from the boys for their safety. 


(Charlie) 
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Pree of SUP : 
; Will and Kitty took turns holding their precious 
abt sapptoond ‘ _ daughter and singing softly to her the hymns 
about Jesus that she loved. As Kitty sang, 

; her clear voice was interrupted by the soft 
words of little Margaret, "Mummie, what 
does 'Jesus is my Shepherd’ mean?" 

The singing stopped as the words were 
carefully explained, 
"Mummie, what does ‘folded in His 
bosom what have we to fear' mean?" 
As the fever mounted, Margaret 
begged her father, "Daddy, hold 
me!" and thus peacefully nestled 
in her father's arms, the little 
girl met her Shepherd and was 
"folded in His boson." 
Her weeping father laid her 
on the bed and went to tell Kit- 
ty, It. had only beeh forty- 
eight hours before that Margar- 
, et had been recovering from the 
| whooping cough, and now she was 
| dead from pneumonia. 
With her tears wetting the 
] cloth as she sewed, Kitty cut 
{ out and made a pretty white 
| dress. Downstairs, Will made 
) a small casket and lined it 
with white Chinese silk and 
| flowers. Together they laid 
the precious burden in a lone- 
ly hillside grave in Chinese 
F 


soil “until the Chief Shepherd 
shall appear," and when we all 
shall appear with Him in glory. 
/ In the meantime, she is already 
with Him, and has been for all 
these many years. 

Brokenhearted and lonely for 
their darling, far from friends 
and homefolk, with only a couple 

of Chinese Christians as comfort- 
ers, the Hockmans passed through 
their sorrow, finding that the Lord 
was indeed their Light in the dark- 
ness, Treasures of darimess? Yes, 
Margaret had been given to them through 
an experience in the valley of darkness, 
“4 and now she had been taken. But the Lord 
Who gave her to them was the One Who had now 
taken her to be with Himself. Blessed be the 
name of the Lord! 
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Forty years later, among Kitty's keepsakes, an envelope was found after her 
death containing a few little trinkets: some beads, a ribbon and a lock of hair. 
With them in faded ink on browning paper, were the following words: 


"Just some little belongings of our darling no longer here: 

Some beads she strung with HER fingers; a ribbon that tied up HER hair. 

Her dear little curl in so precious; and we want it to be 

A sweet reminder of our darling who died upon our mee. 

They are dear, so dear to her parents who miss her sweet love; 

But we know she is safe with her Shepherd in heaven so glorious above. 
By her Mother." 


A close friend wrote 
concerning one of the 
treasures of darkness in 
God's working through 
Margaret's Glory-going. 
When her own year-old 
son was dying with pneu- 
monia and there was no 
medical aid available, 
Kitty Hockman stepped in 
and nursed him back to 
health, because of her 
experience in nursing 
little Margaret in a si 
ilar fever. 


ROBERT WILLIAM HOCKMAN 
(1 year old) 
Robbie was now the old- 
est child. He and Char- 
lie were happy compan- 
ions. His sweet dispo- 
sition shows in the pic- 
ture below -- 
so do the 
fancy 
knickers! 
He got a 
lot of 
teasing 
about 
this pic- 
ture in 
his days 
as a man, 
but none 
would 
part with 
it! 


(2 years 
(Robbie Hockman) old) 
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As a spiritual uplift after those days of sorrow, the Lord gave a renewed bles- 
sing on the evangelistic outreach at Kiating. 

Will Hockman wrote regarding this: 

"There are some very encouraging features to the work here. Several men who 
have been inquiring for a year or so have recently developed into very spiritually- 
minded believers. Their every characteristic is different from most of the inquir- 
ers I have met. The tone of their conversation, their love for spiritual vooks, 
the patience with which they endure persecution, all bespeak something of real con- 
version, 

“Special meetings were recently conducted for three weeks...the working of the 
Spirit was very marked and powerful and the conviction for sin was very deep and 
searching; the agony of souls was intense. 

"One interesting case is that of a tailor from Chungking, a heathen man who 
was passing through our town on a pilgrimage to 4 Buddhist temple. Being short of 
money he stopped to work at his tailoring job and chanced to fall in witha master 
tailor who is a member of our church. This Christian, according to his custom, 
persuaded his guest to accompany him to the meetings. The stranger came, was 
mightily convinced and convicted, and immediately gave up his pilgrimage and began 
searching after further light. Now he has made public confession of faith in 
Christ as his Saviour," ; 

A fellow missionary also wrote concerning that Bible conference mentioned in 
Will's letter: 

"Mr Hockman was leading the conference. We were all greatly burdened about 
the low spiritual state of some of the Christians, and began to search our own 
hearts before the Lord as to whether this was due to our own failings in His ser- 
vice. As we knelt in prayer, a deep sense of our own shortcomings moved us to 
tears, and the Holy Spirit led us to seek His forgiveness and cleansing. 

"Then we went to the Chinese gathering. Mr. Hockman told them about our re- 
pentance before the Lord. Before any messages were given, there was a time of 
deep contrition on the part of the Christians as they sought restoration." 


What a joy it was when some new convert 
would publicly remove and burn his idols as 
a testimony of his faith in Christ! 

Kitty wrote, "One family openly took 
down their idols last week and burned them. 
What an impressive little service! A crowd 
had gathered, and the father of the home 
piled all the family gods on the mud floor 
and set fire to them. As they burned, the 
evangelist and I repeated passages of scrip- 
ture, and then he gave a very earnest mes- 
sage to the crowd. I cannot tell you the 
joy of such a scene! 'To turn from idols to 
serve the living God!' Please join us in 
prayer that they will be kept faithful. 

"For a family who is wealthy and has great influence to take such a step must 
make a great impression on this heathen tom. We trust others will be led to fol- 
low in their steps to th2 glory of God." 


To become a believer in Christ in those days often meant banishment and disin- 
heritance, and even death. This is also true in Communist lands today as well as 
in sone Jewish homes and Catholic families, 2nd in heathen and Mohammedan homes. 
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her ay ster meth & 
Hdl _ ARE THe MEN OF HIS OWN 
i HOUSE * MICAM 7:6. 


These cartoons, and others like them in these pages were drawn by Kay 
Friederichsen (Kathleen Hockman) when she and her husband were mission- 
aries to the Philippines. They were published in the mission magazine 
as well as other publications through the past years. 
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CHAPTER VI. 


"He spoke to them in the cloudy pillar" (Psalm 99:7). 


Will and Kitty Hockman were filled with praise to God when a new baby girl was 
born to them on June 16th, 1910. ‘They named her Kathleen Elizabeth, and like the 
other children, her life was dedicated back to the Lord with the fervent prayer 
that she would serve the need of the world as a missionary. ‘Twenty-nine years la- 
ter that prayer was answered when she and her husband became missionaries to the 
Philippines. 


In 1911 the family were on their way to America for a much-needed furlough. 
The two boys and rosy-cheeked baby were a handful on the ship during travel, but 
Kathleen drew constant attention as a blue-eyed white-blond in her bunny- fur hood 
with a blue ribbon and her rosy cheeks. Many cameras clicked her picture! A film 
star for a month! 


It was with pride that the Hockmans presented their children to the cousins in 
a family reunion in Marion, Indiana. 


= a aoe 


(Kitty is the smiling lady, Kathleen is the baby in the center, Will is 
directly behind with a mustache, Rotbie and Charlie are in front row) 
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fo the London-raised Kitty, America was undoubtedly a land flowing with milk 
and honey. She never could quite get used to the luxuries and conveniences of the 
land of the free. Christian people joined together to furnish a house for the 
missionary family, and brought in utensils and needed items, all loaned with love 
for the Lord and His servants. 

Will's parents were still living, although very feeble and not able to be of 
any financial help to their son. But their joy was full to see him again and to 
meet his lovely wife and children. : 

That year in the United States 
saw many days of testing, however, 
A missionary's income was hardly 
an ample legacy for living in 
civilization, They lived literal- 
ly from "hand to mouth" -- from 
God's hand to their mouth! Needs 
were supplied in a miraculous way 
in the nick of time; but God's 
timing was often a means of teach- 
ing them faith and patience. 

One church member wrote of the d 
Hockmans, “They were very generous a : 
with their time and strength when (Proud 
various churches and institutions as well as individuals claimed much of their va- 
cation days. They gave lectures and counsel happily and unstintingly." 


taf 


grandpa Hocknan) — 


Winter came apace -— a real winter with sub-zero weather which was a great 
change from the temperate clime of China's northwest. In the house,the goidfish 
froze in their bowl. The bowl cracked; but when thawed out, the fish were fine! 

Charlie caught a very bad cold which speedily developed into pneumonia, For 
days he lay in a darknened room with a fever mounting to 106 degrees. The doctor 
shook his head and departed. But the parents prayed and nursed on. 

Should this dread disease now claim another life from Kitty's family? As the 
boy gradually won over the foe, the doctor conceded that it was the skill and nurs- 
ing of the mother that was responsible. But the parents mew it was the care of 
their loving Heavenly Father. 

With the warmer days the circus came to 
Marion. Will was always a circus fan him- 
self, so he arranged to take the two boys 
to see the animals. It was an exciting 
excursion for the children as they reached 
the gates of the big top, with hundreds of 
people milling around. Barkers and vend- 
ders were calling their wares and the band 
was playing. 

Will told the boys to stand beside the 
gate post while he went over to buy tick- 
ets. 

The ticket line was long, and the boys 
grew weary and frightened, and decided to 
go home. 

A few minutes later, with his three 


(Waiting for their Daddy! ) 
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tickets, their father was distressed to find the boys had disappeared. Visions 
of kidnappers and accidents flashed through his mind as he scanned the hundreds of 
merrymakers, wondering what to do. He hardly knew where to begin searching. 

after an hour of frantic looking, perspiring and frustrated, he returned home 
to find the children sitting on the front steps waiting for him! They were stern- 
ly reproved for disobeying his instructions, and sent to bed even though it was in 
the middle of the afternoon, 

But their dad had a kind heart. He went down and exchanged his tickets for 


(The family, 1911) 


some for the evening performance, After supper, rested from their punitive nap, 
they all took in the big show! 


Will Hockman was also a photography enthusiast. The pictures on these pages 
which were not taken by studio professionals were taken by him with his primitive 
and bulky glass plate camera with a black hood over his head. He also did his own 
developing and printing. The above portrait was taken in America while they were 
on furlough. 

Especially, the shots of the river travel and the children were his work. 

Some are dated back to the turn of the century, around 1902, which accounts for 
their being rather faded now, but without them the story could not be told. 
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\sack to China, 1912) 
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Soon it was time for 
the Hockmans to re- 
turn to China again. 
Will's only sister 
was keeping house 
for the elderly par- 
ents, but he felt 
sure he would never 
see them again, 

To insure for 
their possible need, 
he left a generous 
sum of money with a 
local undertaker to 
provide for their 
burial when he was 
back in China. 

He had always 
been a faithful let- 
ter writer while a- 
way, and his letters 
were filled with in- 
teresting details of 
his life in the for- 
eign land, so these 
letters had made up 
a real part of their 
interest. 

The news of 
their Homegoing did 
not come as so great 
a shock a few months 
after his arrival in 
China in 1912, 


While in Shang- 
hai, China, Mr. Hock- 
man toox the boys to 
do some’ shopping 
with a gift of mon- 
ey a friend had giv- 
en to buy some nice 
toy to take back to 
their station in 
west China. 

The one and only 
thing they wanted 

was a wagon. while 
they were examining 
the display, their 
father found a clerk 
and paid for one of 


the wagons. Then he came to the children and asked, "How do you like this one?" 

"Oh, we like it, Daddy! Will you buy this one for us?" 

"Are you sure you'll like it? Jump in amlet's see how it goes!" 

When they were seated, he took the handle and pulled them out of the store 
and on the way home. The boys were silent in concern, fearing it was not yet paid 
for, and their eyes grew rounder and rounder as they rode down the street, It was 
not until he showed them the bill of sale that they could relax and enjoy their 


new toy! Will loved to play pranks! For the next term of service*on 


the field, the Hockmans found 
themselves in the town of Suifu 
(sway-foo). Here the mission 
house was a two-story affair of 
wood and plaster set in an en- 
closed courtyard neighboring to 
the Chinese church and school. 
Behind the house was a small 
knoll with bamboo trees where 
the children made their play~ 
ground. 

One night the high jinks of 
the lively youngsters almost 
ended in disaster. It was bath 
night. A rousing game of tag 
was in process while the servant 
brought in buckets of steaming 

(Splash! ) water. 

Suddenly there was 4 splash 
and a scream! Little Kathleen had tripped and fallen right into one of the scald- 
ing buckets. Kitty acted from instinct and tore the clothes off the child before 
the blisters could deepen. But it was a miserable few days that followed with the 
moaning child and red blisters. Through the pain-filled hours, she still remen- 
bers the dark-haired angel who hovered constantly over her crib -- the angel who 
answered to the name of "Mother!" 


It was some months later that Will came to 
waken the children and help them dress for the 
day: something Kitty had always done. 

It was March 26th. 1914. 

"Where's Mother?" came the chorus. 

"Mother has a surprise for you," their fa- 
ther said with a smile. "Last night we had a 
visitor: we have & new baby brother!" 

Tiptoeing into the next room, the three 
children got their first glimpse of the tiny 
bundle. They were not too impressed at first 
to have only a BABY for a brother! But the 
disappointment soon wore off and the brothers 
and sister were as proud of their baby as any 
one could be. 

He was named Donald Edward, and was a good- 
natured, quiet and easy-going child. 


(Baby Donald) 
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Thereafter the Hockmans were transferred again back to their old home in Kia- 
ting, to the comfortable brick house which Mr. Hockman has supervised being built 
Some years before. This compound was remodeled during the next few years and a 
capacious new school was errected for the training of native leaders for Christian 
service, Soys were brought in, won to Christ, and trained to z0 out to witness to 
their own people. 

That school operated for many years, long after the Hockmans had been assign- 
ed to other fields, and even after they had retired from missionary work in 1926. 
So well built were the buildings, they were used during World War II to house the 
children from the mission school for missionary children at Chefoo (near Shanghai ) 
until they could be evacuated out of China. These buildings still stand today and 
have been used as a language school for new missionaries. 


It has been said, "Mr. Hockman 
always did everything well. He was 
thorough and paid great attention 
to details, His exacting nature 
was a little hard on the old-time 
Chinese customs, perhaps, but it 
was good for the youths who came 
to school from raw heathendom. 

Discipline was needed to be so 
strong with the young people who 
came from the streets and farms. 

School enterprise and evangel- 


ism worked hand in hand, By een, Sade oye ae: | 

A co-worker wrote, "As the board — Sota ute AY a we ‘ : 
ing school took form in Kiating, it + “Wisew) s-siteestteDnneet SmaaN Nan Bete 
was the admiration of all who saw it. (The boarding school) 


Young lives could be moulded toward Christ- 
jan character for future leadership for God in their own land. 


Any visitors who came during Chinese New Year or other 
holidays were treated to tea and Chinese cakes, and 
took home a gift of canned milk or soap. They usually 
brought gifts of sweetmeats, dumplings filled with meat, 
or candied ginger for the missionaries. 


The sturdy well-built brick house proved a refuge 
during the following year. Civil war, always so present 
in China, broke out again and the bullets whizzed over- 
head and around the mission compound, Refugees over-ran 
the grounds. 

One Christmas, celebrations were omitted in the con- 
fusion of battle. Kitty tried to keep the children be- 
hind the thick brick walls and away from the windows, 
but the two older boys were eager to “see the fun." 
Straying from their sarety-place, they would watch the 
bursting shells and listen to the oullets whiz by. 

Then their father's voice rang out above the noise, 

“Robbie! Charlie! get back under cover!" 
(Hathleen's fancy pants! ) "But we want to gather bullets!" they complained. 


54. 


It was all the missionaries could do to keep up with the streams of wounded 
that poured into the compound. Amidst the whistling bullets, Will dressed the 
bleeding bodies, supervised the feeding of refugees, and even stayed at his post 
at night to care for fresh casualties and see that the gospel was preached to all. 

When the firing ceased, unexploded bullets were carefully gathered up from 
the grounds, and in his workshop Will either removed the cap and powder or explod- 
ed them with a hammer and nail into the ground. This technique and the sharp 
bang of the fired bullets facinated Robbie and Charlie, 

Charlie felt very brave, "When I grow up I'm going to be a soldier and carry a 
big gun! I'm not afraid of war!" Just then the front gates burst open and a doz- 
en armed soldiers rushed in -- it was hard to tell who ran the faster -- Charlie 
or Robbie! (Charles did indeed become a soldier when he grew up years later.) 


But on this occasion the soldiers were friendly. From their hats and armbands 
it was evident that they belonged to the army of a so-called Christian General 
Feng, who had allegedly provided each of his soldiers with a New Testament and in- 
struction in Christianity. These soldiers threw down their arms at Mr. Hockman's 
feet and begged to be hidden from their pursuers, 

So often did Will find himself helping the Feng army, that he became acquaint- 
ed with the General himself. Sometimes after a skirmish, Will would take helpers 
and search the countryside for any wounded Feng casualties. 

His fearlessness and helpfulness made a deep impression on the Chinese as well 
as on his own son, Robbie. The child would watch the t-eating of wounds, the ex- 
tracting of bullets, and the sewing up of incisions. (This lad was the one who be- 
came 4 medical missionary to Ethiopia, and gave his life while treating the wound- 
ed during the war there.) 


One day a special summons came from General Feng's headquarters requesting that 
missionary "Hoh" (the Chinese name given to Hockman) appear in military court. In 
a formal ceremony Will was decorated with a medal in appreciation for his services 
and bravery in battle. The engraving lauded his courage and skill, 


Amidst all this turmoil the 
children grew in happy com- 
panionship. Kathleen made 
it a daily routine to pull 
little Donald in the wagon 
&round and around the veran- 
dah of the house, singing 
one of her favorite hymns: 
"Follow, follow, I will fol- 
low Jesus; anywhere, every~ 
where, I will follow on." 

(This seemed prophetical, 
for she did indeed become a 
missionary and follow the 
Lord to foreign lands in 
later years.) 

In this picture she is 
with her “best doll" which 
she was allowed to play with 
(Donald) only on Sundays. (Kathleen) 
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After all, it is not so much a matter of environment 
that makes happy children, Missionary youngsters in those 
days had iittle in the way of toys except what their par- 
ents made for them, and they had but few books or games, 
but the Hockman children were happy together in the secur- 
ity of loving parents and a Godly training. 

How proud Robbie was to be able to hold his little 
brother with one arm! Childhood was normal and companion- 
able even in such heathen and war-torn surroundings. 

So much of the happy harmony was due to the one whom 
all called "Mother." 

"Who can find a virtuous woman? for her price is far 
above rubies...she looketh well to the ways of her house- 
hold...her children rise up and call her blessed: her hus- 
band also, and he praiseth her...a woman that feareth the 
Lord, she shall be praised" (Prov.31:10,27,28,30). 

All the children spoke Chinese as well as English. (Robbie and Don) 


Having escaped death so many times from battle, it was singular that once the 
whole family was endangered by food Poisoning. Will Hockman dearly loved oysters. 
They had one precious can which was being saved for some special occasion. 

But one evening it was opened for supper for a treat. They all ate of it be- 
fore Will stopped and said, "Mother, do these oysters taste right to you? I think 
they might be spoiled. I don't feel too well!" 

"I was just thinking the same thing, " said Kitty. "Children, put down your 
spoons!" 

Fortunately there was a supply of "ipecac" in the family medicine chest, so 
they all had an unpleasant evening as they brought up the eaten fish! But it 
saved them from severe sickness or even death. 


On the mission field it is almost imperative to have native helpers. Just to 
go to market and haggle over prices is a skilled art. The foreigner always gets 
skinned, else the merchant loses face! All household chores are time~consuming 
and the missionary does not have the time for such when he could be doing the work 
of the Lord and when he can hire help for a mere pittance. Those who served the 
Hockman family felt a special honor. The nursemaids (ayahs, or amahs) dearly lov- 
ed "their children." The love was mutual. 
On the left of this picture is "Sister 
Chang," and the right is "Sister Loh." 

Mrs. Chang had lost the forefinger on one 
hand, Kathleen loved to 
draw pictures of her 
amahs and always there 
was the hand with the 
missing finger. Sis- 
ter Chang loved it! 
"Oh, see! that is my 
picture!" she would 
chuckle, 
The floor was always 
strewed with the draw- 


aes \¥ ings of Chinese women. (Faithful, loving helpers ) 
Kay still loves to draw! 
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Not only did Kathleen love to draw, she also had a weakness for her baby bro- 
ther's food supplement, Mellons' Food, which included malt, milk, sugar, etc. Was 
it good! The large square tin ° 
was kept on top of a high chest 
of drawers in the nursery, and 
was out of bounds for the older 
children. 

But one afternoon when she 
thought the rest of the family 
were out of doors, she pulled 
wp a chair and climbed up. 

The precious tin was alrea- 
dy in her hands when she heard 
her father's chair squeak in 
his study -- he had come home! 

Guiltily, she turned to re- 
place the tin -- but alas! she 
slipped off the chair and fell 
on the floor with the tin still 
in her hands. The sharp corner 
hit her eyebrow, and the blood 
streamed down her face as she 
screamed in panic. 

Her father came running. 
While Kitty helped, he sewed up 
the gash with a darning needle 
and white thread, 


There was some concern for 
the eye for a couple of days; 
but when the bandages were re- 
moved the cut was well healed 
so that even the scar was hard- 
ly discernable. But it taught 
that saucy miss a lesson! 


(Stealing baby food! ) 


The older children loved to try to teach 
young Donald to talk, and were delighted 
when he hearned a new word. In fact, he 
learned Chinese even faster than English 
Since the amah always spoke Chinese. In 
the Christian home there were only sweet 
and wholesome words to learn. There was 
something to say for simple missionary liv- 
ing after all! Their music was hymns, and 
poetry was "Mother Goose!" 
But they were very normal in playtime: 

a favorite game was "mad dog," when they 
took turns being the mad dog and the oth- 
ers chased with bamboo sticks! This sounds 
like everyday kids today. Once Charlie hit 

Kathleen by mistake and cut her leg open. Will sewed it up; but the game ceased 
) and they had to find another pastime! 


(Their Daddy made the swing) 
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During hot weather the missionaries vacationed at a resort in the hills on Mt. 
O-mei some fifteen miles from Kiating. The building was an old disused temple on 
the brink of a sheer precipice that looked down over the plains below. 


2 


ue 


Sea 


(Mt. O-mei vacation house) 


It was a striking view, but very sad to think of the many devotees in the 
past who had thrown themselves over this drop in the blind hope of attaining fu- 
ture bliss. Such a contrast this is to Christianity, where future bliss is the 


gift of God by faith in Christ Jesus! 
In the above picture the Hockmans can be seen on the verandah. The mountain 


air was a pleasant change from the lowland heat. The lush vegetation and flowers 
were a delight to the eye. 


The trail uv the mountain included hundreds of crooked stone steps upon which 
pitiful pilgrims had labored to ascend on their knees seexing forgiveness of sins. 
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(Over a chasm! ) 


time to see the tears of pain fill 
his eyes as he spat it out with a 
cry. But the damage was already 
gone: the child's mouth and tongue 
bad swelled and stung and the sal- 
iva dripped in a steady flow. It 
was not until all the juice of the 
plant had been completely washed 
out did the drooling cease. But 
it was some hours before the pain 
subsided, : 

One summer Will's health was 
mot up to par, and his holiday 
was spent nursing a deep abscess 
in his neck just below the jaw. 

It developed so fast and the 
pain and swelling revealed that it 
was no ordinary boil that might 
come to a head by itself. A doc- 
tor was sent for, but it would 
have taken several days before he 
could arrive. 

It became evident that the 
abcess must be opened and drained 
if life was to be spared. Even 
with the hot fromentations applied 
for several days, the fever mount- 
ed. Something had to be done. 

Those were dark days for Kit- 
ty, for she did not have the cour~ 
age to operate on her husband's 
meck, and yet she knew it was a 


That trail through the hills was far too 
difficult for the children to climb, so 
they were carried in baskets on the backs 
of coolies where they could see the grey 
insects that crawled in and out of the 
long pigtail! Sometimes the trip was by 
sedan chair, and this was precarious to 
say the least: there was many a stumble 
even while the chair was literally hanging 
in mid-air over 4 precipice as the car- 
riers rounded a corner. 

From the top of the mountain the val- 
ley far below was a patchwork of rics 
fields and farms, 

Many strange plants and flowers grew 
in those hills, 

Robbie once picked up a strange-look- 
ing fruit that resembled a green ear of 
corn, Childlike, he sank his teeth into 
it for a bite. Kitty caught him just in 


(Vacation in the hills) 
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race with death. Agnonizing prayer accompanied her every move as she ministered 
to him, but death was in sight --the abscess must be lanced -- and fast, 

It was then that Will made up his mind. "Kitty, get a knife ready!" he come 
manced feebly, "I'll operate on myself!" He did too. He plunged that knife into 
the heart of the abcess -- then collapsed. Kitty was then able to take charge, 

There is such a thing as cooperation with God to answer our prayers. He does 
no unnecessary miracles. We are to do what we know to do and use what means are 
available -- including our common sense! 

This is a good illustration of our spiritual lives 
as woll. How often we need to be willing to have 
the boil of sin lanced and the poison drained out 
by the grace of God as we confess and forsake that 
which will cut off the blessing and usefulness and 
peace that means spiritual health. "If we should 
judge ourselves, we should not be judged"(1 Cor.11: 
31). Thank God for His cleansing! 

In contrast, it was on those steps up to the top 
of Mt. O-mei that Kitty met a little old grandmother 
as she climbed on her knees, 

We "Qld lady, where are you going?" Kitty asked. 
ae ti "I go to the temple on the hill to find peace. 
We il Many pilgrimages have I made; many steps have I 

2 WE tere climbed; much incense have I brought; but I have not 

“F yet found peace. This time I go on my knees, per= 
haps the gods will now forgive my sin." 

Beside the O-mei trail, Kitty sat down with the 
woman, For the first time in her life the cld lady 
heard of Him Who said, "Come unto me all ye that la- 
bor and are heavy ladened, and I will give you rest," 
‘Tears trickled down her wrinkled face as she shook 
her head, "Ah, teacher, this good news has come too late, too late, I cannot read 
and I cannot remember all you are telling me. My head is too old to understand it 
well. Oh, that you had come sooner!" 

This is the cry of millions in every country, including America. Who is going 
to reach them before it is too late? j 


"A hundred thousand souls a day are passing one by one away 
In Christless guilt and gloom. 

Without one ray of hope or light, with future dark as endless night 
They're passing to their doom; they're passing to their doom." 


Oh, Christian friend, what will you say when on that awful judgment day 
They charge you with their doom; they charge you with their doom?" 


CHAPTER VII. 


"He discovereth deep things out of darkness" (Job 12:22). 


Will and Kitty Hockman had tried to give their children regular schooling each 
day, but there were so many interruptions and the youngsters were growing older 
and needed further education, Robbie and Charlie had to go to school. 

The supreme test for the missionaries was at hand -= the parting from their 
children. Unless this particular cruciable of suffering has been experienced, one 
cannot begin to imagine what it means to both. parents and children alike. 

The China Inland Mission had established schools near Shanghai on the seashore 
or Chefoo. But Oh, how far away it was from Szechwan! In fact, it was two months 
down the Yangtsi river and back -—- dangers separated the school from home, 


The youth years, the important years when tender lives are moulded snd shaped 
into character; the years when the bonds of love are most strongly woven <- these 
were the years that nad to be sacrificed, and for which a child reaps all the rest 
of his life. , 

But there was no alternative. There was no English-speaking school in West 
China. So many parents have had to face this sad experience in their service on 
the mission field, It used to be a must. But now there are more schools near to 
mission stations so that children can go home for vaca- 
tions regularly. 

As the mother said "goodbye" to her two oldest sons, 
redheaded Robbie bravely hugged her, his cheeks wet with 
tears that trickled down unbidden, and he patted her 
face, saying, “Don't let your face change while I'm gone, 
Mother!" 

Her face did not change during the ensuing years, but 

es : : how her heart longed for her 
boys! When an occasional 
snapshot (like the one here) 
was taken by some visiting 
parent to Chefoo and sent 
to the Hockmans, their eyes = ee 
would overflow. Kitty kis- af a 
sed the pictures (the very 
one on this page!) saying, 
"Oh, the poor motherless 
bairns!" 


On the way back up river 
again, Kitty and the two 
younger children stopped over at Chungking while she 
nursed an old friend who was fast failing in nealth. 
They stayed at the mission headquarters with Dr. and 
Mrs. Parry, while Will traveled on to the town where 
they were to live and work for their next term. 

At the mission house in Chungking, whispering 
voices and darkened room indicated that the sick lady 
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(1914) 


was dying. Kathleen was awakened one night by the 
sound of hammering, Slipping out of bed she crept 
downstairs and saw her mother tacking white cloth 
into a big black box. She hurried back up to bed 
again with a shiver, for she knew the box was a 
coffin: the lady was dead. 


One day, Kathleen needed a dose of castor oil. 


Kitty came with a big spoon and the bottle of smelly 


yellow oil, but the child ran around the table -- 
around and around they went until Kitty caught her, 
That small minx led her a merry chase! 

Then Kitty said, "Dear, I love you. Look into 


my eyes!" As the youngster looked at her mother, she grabbed the nose =~ and the 


mouth opened -= and in went 
the spoon and oil and all! 
Afterwards, Kathleen hug- 
ged her mother, saying, 
"Oh, Mother, I love you, 
but I hate castor oil!" 


This picture was taken 
in Shanghai just before 
going up river to their 
new station in the town of 
Luchow (loo-jo). Will had 
gone on ahead to get the 
mission house settled, 

Kitty and the two lit- 
tle children followed af- 
ter the stop-over in Chung- 
king. 

The house was a wood 
and plaster affair and was 
@ poor protection when the 
civil war broke out again, 
Will was busy caring for 
the wounded, but he was not 
at ease with his family in 
that house, 


In a letter to friends 
dated 1917, Kitty tells of 
what she was going through, 
"You will be interested and 
better able to pray for us 
when you read this. Our 
city changed hands from one 
bandit army to another. We 
were under fire for thirty- 
eight hours. Bullets were 
whizzing everywhere. 

"We were especially ex- 


posed since our house is higher than the surrounding Chinese houses. The com- 
pound was full of women and children, all frightened and crying. They slept in 
the chapel, 

"The fleeing army outside the wall behind our house tried to surrender and 
cegged. mercy, but there is no mercy in China -- they were all shot down. The next 
day men were going about with shovels and burying the dead where they fell. It 
was a gad day for poor little Kathleen and Don. They clung to my skirts, and 
Zathleen said, 'This is worse than taking castor oil!! 

"After it was all over I felt as if I had deen through an illness. 

"Still, there is a silver lining to every cloud, and our silver lining is that 
meny of the women are now interested in the gospel. I have classes with them ev- 
ery day, and when the battle raged I went from place to place comforting then. 

"Sleep seems to escape sometimes. But I must be brave, for the women say, 

‘Only let us come to you and we can bear it. You are so brave!' 

"Dear, trusting souls! They little know what lies behind my smiling face! May 

God keep us all faithful unto death...Katie E, Hockman." 


fhe wars resumed as two armies drew up in array on each side of the mission 
house. Bullets were flying right through the walls as if they were made of card- 
board, Where to hide -- that was the 
problem.’ There was no air raid shel- 
ter and no basement, 

But it is well to remember that 
the Lord is still in charge of the 
lives of His servants. "Whether we 
live or die we are the Lord's" and 
cannot die until He calls us Home, 
But when that time comes the saved 
are ready to go! 

In the meantime God expects us to 
use the common sense He has given us: 
it is not spiritual to be stupid! 


Under the stairway was'a store- 
room with boxes of canned goods. 
This seemed a likely place of pro- 
tection, so Kitty sat on the third 
step and the children on the first 
at her feet on each side of her. 

Kitty was called away for a few 
moments. She told the youngsters 
to sit right there and she'd be 
back in a minute, 

She was not gone long. But when (The shelter - 7) 
she came back to sit down again, she was agast to see a fresh bullet hole right 
through the step where she had been sitting. It had penetrated the storeroon, 
pierced the step, whistled between the heads of the two children, and buried it- 
self in the door jamb ahead! 


Between wars, Kitty kept the dispensary open to treat numerous sicimess and 
sore eyes, burns or open ulcers covered with decaying leaves. But the saddes: 
part was that all were helpless and hopeless without Christ. ‘The Bible woman und 
missionary preached hour after hour as the patients xept coming. 
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Medical instructions were poorly followed. One old lady returned with an emp 
ty bottle, saying, "Teacher, I need more medicine." 

"But I gave you that full bottle only yesterday, and it was enough for a week!" 

"Tt was only a cupfull, Teacher. I drank it all at once. No medicine of less 
that @ cup can cure!" and with her yellow-toothed smile sne seated herself compla- 
cently on the waiting bench. 

One corner of the dispensary was given over for the bed of a homeless Christ- 
iun with only one leg. A converted opium fiend, she was in constant pain and yet 
& real ray of sunshine and blessing. Because from experience she found the pain 
in her stump could be alleviated by massage with a hot hard-boiled egg, she would 
sit by the hour rolling that egg back and forth over the stump. Kathleen was fa- 
cinated by both the stump and the egg! Beside her bed was her prized possession: 
her new coffin! In many homes the coffin was kept in a prominent place. 

The day they finally laid her in it when she died, the child stood and watch- 
ed, and wondered morbidly what would happen to the egg left cold and neglected! 


All this time the only contact the Hockmans had with their two boys at Chefoo 
were the letters that came few and far between. Although children had to write 
home each week, the mail was interrupted by the wars. when those letters did come 
they were carefully penned pages written under the watchful eye of the teachers, 
and contained nothing that would be a comfort to lonsing parents' hearts. Yet how 


pomeree : ae” Aprons ; . 


eagerly those childish, dog-eared and tra- 
vel-stained letters were read and re-read! 
Kitty's eyes would blur with tears as she 
read the stilted and carefully lettered 
words, trying to read between the lines to 
kmow what those lonely boys were really 
thinking and feeling, 

In the cold regimented British school 
there were few earthly comforts and no real 
warmth of heart at all. 

This picture of the boys on the seashore 
brought many a tear as Kitty kissed it over 
and over again. What price missions! 


A missionary is judged by the nationals 
watching seven days a week, twenty-four 
hours a day, they are preaching by life and lip: there was no escape from the eyes 
of the people in those early pioneer days when life was lived in front of a curi- 
ous public. ; 

The news quickly spread that the "Foreign misses" had been willing to stand 
lonz in the rain to help a poor woman, and then nad walked home in the dark alone. 
it is interesting to note that the term "foreign devil" had changed to "foreign 


misses," or "teacher," and "Mrs. Hoh," showing the progress made through the gos- 
pel. 

One woman exclaimed, "And did she stand in the rain and walk in the dark to 
help? Aie yah! (dear me!), I must go to see such a one!" She came, and others 


came, and continued to come to hear more of the God of heaven. 

Kitty was especially concerned for the slave girls that toiled in the smoke- 
filled kitchens and could never come into the guest room except to bring tea and 
then djsappear again. They, too, were souls that needed the Saviour. So she 
often slipped into the back of the house whenever possible to talx to the girls. 
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Slave girls had 
no bed or clothes of 
their own. They lay 
on the floor near the 
stove to sleep and 
wore cast-offs from 
the family. 

The Chinese used 
a mud and stone count~ 
er hollowed out with 
openings at the top 
as & stove. 


As she went about 
the city, Kitty often 
took Kathleen with 
her. The child was 
greeted with smiles 
as the women fondled 
her golden-curls. 

But there was the big 
house where the mis- 
sionary received no 
welcome. The heavy 
doors were tightly 
barred, and outside 4 
mother-in-law stood 
like a fierce dragon 
with a stick in her 
hand, But there was a window where the faces of the young daughters-in-law looked 
out, and they called, "Teacher, teacher, come and show us your books!" 

But the stern old woman at the door turned a deaf ear. She was always there. 

Those bright young faces lived in Kitty's memory, and time and time again she 

tried to reach those young wives, but to no avail -- until one day the girls beck- 
oned Kitty to come around to a back alley. 
There was a window there directly on the street level. 
So day after day she met them there and taught them at 
the window, while the mother-in-law stood frigid guard 
at the front door! 


Another glimpse into those days at Luchow came from 
the pen of Mrs. Hockman in 1919. 

"It is with joy that I am able to report that we 
have seen signs of God's blessing. The little medical 
care that I can do has given an entrance into homes, 
and interest in the gospel has begun to grow. 

"During the summer we had a tremendous flood. Peo- 
ple with their bedding and belongings on their backs, 
and driving their pigs, geese, and children before them (The dragon! ) 
poured into our compound, which is on high ground. 

"They huddled in every corner as well as the chapel. Since there was no way 
for them to get food, we provided tea and rice and preached the gospel to them. 
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The water rose up to ten feet of our door. I saw one family floating with their 
children and household stuff piled upon a makeshift raft of doors —— suddenly it 
upset, and all were precipitated into the water, 

"Other sorrows awaited us: insurrection broke out again and our city changed 
hands from one bandit to another three times in two months. Women and children 
again came running for protection from the cruel soldiers, They stayed with us 

’ for months == and al] heard about God's way of salvation. 

"Ladies of title and the poorest of the poor alike were among our guests. A 
common fear bound them together and prepared their hearts for the message. Some 
forty of them are now coming regularly to our meetings now. A week ago eight were 
baptized, 

"Let me tell you the story of two of them. 

One was a proud lady of rank, a hard and strict idolator, 
When I first met her and smiled a greeting, she made it 
clear that she wanted nothing to do with me even though 
she was in our compound for shelter. She would not at- 
tend our gatherings for gospel talks, so I patiently 
waited and just kept being kind. She could read well, 
and gradually picked up the tracts I leftiin her room 
and read them, 

"It was a shock to her to learn that her idols were 
wrong, and that all the religious observances she had (Not interested! ) 
kept could profit her nothing. But as the truth illuminated her mind, her heart 
changed and it literally showed in her face. The hard, cold look changed to one 
of shining joy and love, ; 

"Her daughter-in-law and husband and son all became interested in the gospel, 
The family gods were all taken down and burnt to ashes while the Christians sang, 
‘Praise God from Whom all blessings flow!’ As I looked at her radiant face, I 
wept for joy. She has now been baptized," 


The second woman was a somewhat different story. She was only twenty, and her 
husband was always away. She got into bad company and fell into immorality. But 
her hunger of heart brought her to attend our meetings. She could not believe at 
first that it was possible to have her sins forgiven, but as she learned to read 
and believed what she learned. she accepted Christ and gave up her evil companions 
saying, "They are being led of the devil!" The peace of God took possession of - 
her life, 

"For two years now she has seldom missed a service and is one of the most lov- 
able women I know. She asks, "Please pray for my husband!" She cannot reach him 
herself, but she gets in touch with Christians who can," 

One of the superstitions of olden China is that 
evil spirits cannot go around corners, but only 
travel in a straight line! So they often build 
a@ wall or partition about six feet from the 
front door which is large enough to shut off the 
direct access to the house except by going a= 
round the wall. This keeps the demons out, but 
lets people in! 

This accounts for the shapes of the roofs as 

P well, with their curled up corners and pointed 
(Demon protection! ) center peaks, 
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Passing down a street reeking with filth one day, Kitty and her Bible woman 
companion stopped when they heard the sound of crying and racking coughing. The 
lady of the house stood at the door. 

Kitty said, "Lady, I can hear that you have sickness in your house." 

"Yes, Teacher, my daughter has the great cough (Tuberculosis)." 

Inside the house was a dark windowless smoky room where a girl about twenty 
years old was in the last stages of the disease. Her bright eyes were sunken, 
and her hands wasted and thin. A brazier of coals was burning to keep the air 
warm, for the Chinese thought that fresh air or cool air was harmful, 


(The coffin was waiting) 


A new coffin stood in readiness and the mother patted its surface in pride 
and pointed out the burial clothes, elaborate in embroidery and bright colors, 
which were all ready. 

Sitting down beside the girl, Kitty took her hand and told her the story of 
heaven and God's way of salvation, of the Saviour Who would take all sin away so 
that she would walk with Him in white. 

In that dark, stuffy hovel, she sang in Chinese the old hymn: 


"There is a city bright; closed are its gates to sin, 
All those who trust Christ surely shall enter in." 
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The dying girl seemed to understand and asked many questions. 

"You say this Jesus will wash all my sins away?" 

"Yes, if you ask Him to be your Saviour." 

“And Teacher, do all those who trust Him wear white in that happy place?" 

A severe coughing spell interrupted the conversation for a while, and then 
the teaching continued. 

Just before leaving, Kitty and the girl prayed together. The mother was busy 
lighting incense sticks before the ancestral tablets and idols, 

Two days later Kitty returned to the house, But this time the door was fes- 
tooned with funeral paper streamers and the chant of the Buddhist priests betray- 
ed that the girl had died. é 

The mother complained, "Ah, Teacher, what a strange girl she was! Whata 
trouble! She refused to wear the lovely silks we had sewed for her burial, but 
made me promise to dress her in a white dress when she died. I had to go down to 
the tailor shop and buy a ready-made robe! Whoever heard of such a thing -- just 
think, WHITE!" and shaking her head in puzzlement she went back to her vigil be- 
side the coffin where her daughter lay in her white robe. 

That girl had heard only once, Only once in her whole life! How much she 
really understood is questionable, but she acted on what she had heard. 

How many times have we heard God's message? What have we done about allow- 
ing the Saviour to clothe us even now in His robe of rigiteousness of salvation? 
Someday there will be the spiritual robe of glory when we get to Heaven, 


For some could know so much; But heathen souls who hear, 
God's word is near and clear. And truth of God accept; 

They've heard it since their youth -- ' Put us to shame when they 
But they don't count it dear! Believe what we neglect! 


Kay Friederichsen 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


"I will make darimess light before thee" (Isa.42:16). 


Vision of Christian education for primitive China was still strong in Will 
Hockman's mind. He prayed much about a Christian normal school in Luchow, some- 
thing like the one had had established in Kiating, only of a more self-supporting 
and higher scholastic basis. He submitted his plans to the mission, including the 
estimated cost and far-reaching goal. 

Permission came speedily for the work to begin immediately, and Will was giv- 
en a free hand to build and operate the school of his dreams. This was definitely 
Will Hockman's finest accomplishment. 

Hig masterly article published in the "China's Millions" magazine was entitl- 
ed, "New Wine in Old Bottles," and referred to trying to impose a new message and 
manner of Christian life upon heathen ignorance and superstition. There was a 
need to lift from the dark ages of backwardness and educate the youth of China to 
take spiritual leadership of enlightenment in years to come. 


about @ mile and a half outside the city of Luchow on the bank of the Yangtsi 
river was a plateau of rice fields and farms that appeared ideal for such a pro- 
ject. The purchase of the land was made with sincere rejoicing and praise to the 
Lord. The river could be seen from the property. 

Piles of brick and tile, hewed stones and lumber grew apace where straw stack 
and pig pens had once been. The fields were drained and dried out, 

But it was not all as simple as it is to tell. Bach day Will Hockman left 
early for "the property" to spend the entire day supervising the workmen and lay- 
ing out boundries. 

This picture shows the small 
shack that was first errected as a 
tool and rest shelter, where he ate 
his lunch and worked on his blue= 
prints which he had himself design- 
ed. The family hardly saw him for 
days at a time, : 

No one could imagine the toil 
and grief, the ceaseless supervi- 
sion, the frustrations and dis- 
tress that those days entailed. 
Chinese were completely out of their 
depth in construction of this kind, 
and they could not seem to follow (The first shack) 
instructions or plans. 

Having no surveying instruments of any kind, he had to call upon his early 
training at home, and improvised his own equipment from a hand compass and part 
of an old spirit level. Truly this chapter is a monument to Will Hockman rather 
than to his wife. 

Every inch of earth had to be leveled with small native hoes and shovels. It 
was a Herculean task. He stocd over the bricklayers with a plumbline, over stone 
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cutters with a chistle to finish off corners, over carpenters to rectify mistakes. 
Materials would be promised, and then fail to arrive, A special trip had to be 
taken up river to the brick kiln to find that the shipment had been sold to a 
higher bidder. Another time the raft of newly-completed bricks were sunk in the 
river. Not once, but dozens of times, materials paid for were sold to other buy- 
ers. The time spent in dickering price would have built a whole house! If the 
bricks arrived, the lumber was late; if wood was secured, the carpenters might all 
taxe off to "attend the funeral of a grandmother!" Funny how they all had the 
same grandmother! 

Mr. Hockman had to be everywhere at the same time. Up one scaffolding and 
down another; over to the glass cutter; back to the tool shed; down to the river 
to collect a shipment; back to the carpenters to show them how to make windows. 
Day after day he taught and directed and worked with his own hands until by some 
miracle the Hudson Taylor School came into being. 

At the last minute the tiles were all 
lost -- the barge overturned in the ri- 
ver! There were only enough to roof a 
small building originally designed as a 
servants’ quarters. So this was the 
first to be completed. 

The Hockmans moved in, bag and bag- 
gage, into this small house to await a 
time when the missionary house would be 
ready. It was now easier for Will and 
saved his long walk every day to and 
from the property. But even then, the 
family saw very little of their father 
in the house. He would drop in fora 
moment for a drink of water or to mop 

(The servants’ quarters) off his face and get a bite of food, 
but never to relax. The tiny rooms of that temporary house Kitty made a "home." 
Don and Kathleen can still remember that day when they were playing, and banged a 
door open -- it hit the shelves behind the door where their mother's best Japan- 
ese tea set was on display. Many of the precious pieces were shattered. Perhaps 
their mother remembered her own girlhood experience of breaking dishes, for her 
first reaction of annoyance was changed to only a tone of disappointment. 


A constant stream of curious Chinese came to "look see" the foreign buildings, 
and returned to the city to spread the news of the new school being built. 

Christmas was always busy with flocks of people coming day after day to pay 
respects, sip tea, eat cakes, and see the buildings. Even though Christmas was 
not a Chinese holiday, they were glad for the foreign celebration when they could 
get free cakes! 

Because the other houses were not yet completed, a small tent was pitched in 
the yard which served as a guest reception room. It was decked with paper strean- 
ers in red and green and Bible pictures. A zinc-lined trunk served as the pantry 
where the native cakes and candies were kept from the rats. Filling the trays for 
visitors was a special joy for the children, for each time they could help then- 
selves as well! 

After hearing the gospel, the visitors would wrap up their goodies in their 
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kerchiefs to take home to their family. It was amazing how those women on tiny 
bound feet could walk all that way to and forth and back to town. 


As the buildings were completed, the 

walls shut it in from marauding thieves. 
The duplex missionary homes were finish- 
ed first, and then the school was begun. 


That Christmas Kathleen received the 
toys of her dreams: a doll's bed her fa- 
ther had made for her even though he was 
so busy, and a wonderful rag doll made 
by her mother. This had lamb's wool for 
hair and real shoes made from kid gloves 
and a dress that could be taken off and 
washed. "Carol" was about the size of 2 
two year old child, and she walked right 
into the heart of the little girl. 


There was the dinner inva wealthy 
Chinese home where the multicolored windowpanes threw a rainbow hue across the 
ebony tables and silver chopsticks, The fifty-course feast commenced with can- 
died pork slivers, crisp curls of beef in sweet-sour sauce, sweetmeats, and can- 
died melon rind, 

One of the courses was French fried lotus flowers sprinkled with sugar. The 
perfume permeated the room! As dish after dish was brought to the table, the 
guests picked daintily at each with their silver chopsticks and picked out choice 
morsels to pass on to the next person (after carefully licking their chopsticks 
clean, of course! ). Only when the final course was served was the huge bucket of 
steaming rice brought in and bowls filled -- if anyone was still hungry. 

Finally, steaming cloths were passed to each person to wipe off face and 
hands. Belching loudly (the louder the better), everyone wandered into the gar- 
den to pick his teeth and relax, 

A paper kerchief was provided for each guest to wrap up "Tsa«bur" ( take-home 
loot), and the bigger the "doggy bag" the better the host felt that the meal was 
appreciated, 


(The compound completed and walled) 


Among the British and Americans in Luchow, Christmas was celebrated together, 
It was a long walk through town to the other compound, and it was a dreaded walk 
as well, for the public execution ground had to be passed where prisoners were 
mutilated and beheaded and their bodies left to be an example for the populace. 
The stench was nauseating. 

The children would shut their eyes when they came near the place, and Kitty 
would take their hands and lead them past, chatting cheerfully about the clouds 
and trees -- anything to distract from the bloody pulp of bodies. 

Coming home from Chinese church one Sunday evening, when little shops were 
boarded up for the night, they almost stumbled over a dead man in the dark street 
where the rats were feeding on him and the sewer flowed around him. Someone had 
lighted an incense stick at his head to ward off evil spirits He was just an- 
other dead beggar. China was the land of beggars. Groups of them followed all 
well-to-do citizens shouting for alms with hands reached out in pleading. Some 
of these actually maimed themselves so they could gain sympathy and make a liv- 
ing by begging. Children were taught the art of begging; anything for a handout. 
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After being entertained, it was then the place of the missionaries to return 
the courtesy by inviting a group of Chinese Christians to dinner "foreign style." 

The table was set carefully when the guests arrived, but hurried changes had 
to be made when each family had brought ALL their children and dependents, making 
twice as many 
people as had 
been invited! 
The meal was 
not exactly a 
success for 
the guests 
either, for 
they strug- 
gled hopeless- 
ly with knife 
and fork. 

They consider 
it very bad 
manners to cut 
food at the 
table: a knife 
is a kitchen 
utensil! 

Kitty had 
made indivi- 
dual jellos 
amd tarts for 
dessert. But 
when she went 
to fetch some- 
thing from 
the kitchen, 
they all dis- 
appeared from 
the plate. 
Where did they 
put them? she 
wondered, but 
then too soon 
she knew -- 
the jellos 
began to melt 
in their sleeve pockets! They had planned to take them home. 

As they took their leave and bowed low in appreciation, the souvenier collec- 
ers bowed a little too low -- forks and spoons slithered out of their sleeves and 
clinked on the floor! "Oh, they must have caught in our sleeves!" they explained. 


Luchow was no exception to the general political unrest, but way out in the 
country the mission property was out of the way of the main warfare and only saw 
confusion when the armies traveled along the trails to capture farmers to carry 
the loads of loot taken from the last conquest. The captives had to carry heavy 
burdens and then be left far from home with no money or food to find their way 


(The silverware slipped out of their sleeves! ) 
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home as best they could, If they ever got home at all they were fortunate, for 
many were killed by attacking armies or even by their captors for being too slow, 
or died of exhaustion. 

The cry,"La fu! La ful" (taking servants! taking servants!) chilled the heart 
of farmers and they tried to hide out until the soldiers had gone. 

On the school property tenants tilled the soil that was not yet under construc- 
tion. These were Christians and considered themselves under the protection of the 
Americans. 

One day, one of these chaps failed to escape the soldiers and was captured. 
In spite of his pleas to be allowed to complete his harvest, he was badly beaten. 

The man's daughter came running to the mission house, "Teacher, come quickly! 
They are beating my father!" There was no one home except Kitty, so she had to 
go alone. 

Don and Kathleen watched her cross the field and approach the bandits. What 
she said to them, there is no record, but she came back with the released farmer. 


Years later amongst Kitty's writings in an old notebook were these words: 

"Having a timid nature, much frightened me easily: a4 boy shouting his wares, 4 
woman shouting at her child; a man scolding his wife, 311 sent chills, down my back 
thinking it was a riot or 4 new war. On through the years my timidity was tested 
so often that by the grace of God that extreme nervousness gradually faded, so 
that when real danger came I was strong and calm. When facing brigands, 4 great 
quiet and trust possessed my soul. I had full trust in Him Who is our Strength." 


There was also a special stamina in Will 
Hockman. As he had had the nerve to operate 
on himself to open the boil on his neck some 
years before, so another time when he was 4=- 
lone working on the buildings a brick fell 
on his head and cut it open. The blood ran 
down into his eyes -=- it had to be sewn up. 
So with needle and thread and sitting be~ 
fore a mirror, he sewed up his own head <= 
then he fell down in a faint. 


Across the river from the school prop- 
erty was a little villiage where Kitty went 
one day a week to preach and treat the sick. 
Her children missed their mother on these 
days, and Don once asked, "Mother, why do you 
have to go over there every week?" 

"Because they do not kmow about Jesus, 
and they need medicine for their sins 4s 
well as for their bodies." 

The little boy was impressed, and he 
then asked the unanswerable question of Ron- 
ans 10:14, “Who would help them if you had = mT i 
not come to China?" His young mind already y (iP | Ik y \ 
saw the possibility. UI 8 


However, it is not only needful to go 
to foreign lands to realize the need. The 
same question lies unanswered in our’own land where neighbors and friends have 


(Physician, heal thyself! ) 
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never heard the gospel truth clearly. All believers are missionaries, sent with 
& message. What are we doing about it? 


But look into the face of this old cobbler. Where is he now? Did anyone ev- 
er reach him with the gospel? This is a typical working man of those days with 
his bamboo carrying pole and two containers for his trade. Note how prevalently 


enerd mete 
M ae oE 


("Cobbler, cobbler, mend my shoe; 
Get it done by half past two!) 


bamboo featured in China, and still does, Evén the soles of shoes were made of 
layer upon layer of bamboo sheathes; a thin cover at the base of the trunk of 
old trees. which have fine hairy surfaces that itch like crazy if touched. The 
hairs have to be scraped off before the sheathe can be used. But the material 
is strong and lasting and stands wetness and wear. 

Shoes were hand-stitched as you see in this picture; the layers sewn together 
laboriously to a half inch thickness. Tops were made of velvet or thick denim 


homespun cloth. The thread was spun from hemp, and needles were hand-honed. At 
least they did not need a shoe shine! 
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{ CHAPTER IX. 


"Thy mercy, 0 LORD, is in the heavens: and thy faithfulness reacheth 
unto the clouds" (Psa.36:5). 


foo soon it was 1919 and time for Kathleen to go to boarding school. The 
partly-completed Hudson Taylor School and compound was left for a short time as 
the family started down river towards Chefoo. The new clothes painstakingly made 
by Sister Loh and Sister Chang looked tremendously important to the child, and 
the excitement of going to school obliterated any thought of sorrow of leaving 
hone. d 

There was difficulty in securing @ houseboat, It was not a "lucky day" and 
no boatman wished to set out. But, for a sum, the necromancer pronounced that 
the next day would be "fortunate," so the jourrey could commence. : 

"Where will you tie up tonight?" Will asked the captain as they drifted down 
stream. 

"Sir, do you think I will reveal where we will tie up?" the man was indignant 
as he continued, "that would notify the evil spirits and they will be waiting!" 

Each day before casting off, the crew would bow to the ship's gods. They 
made no provision for accidents —~ that would bring bad luck! 

The passengers settled themselves as best they could in the eight-foot space 
under a split-bamboo matting roof. Boxes served as table and chairs and beds. 


Unknown to the mission- 
aries, the captain had loaded 
the front end of the boat 
with coal, hoping to earn an 
extra penny at the next stop. 
The deck planks covered it 
all, and the men ate, slept 
and smoked on the deck so 
none would realize the over- 
loading. 


The two children watched 
as the ship was poled between 
the rocks, and listened to the 
commands of the captain as he 
stood on a high platform just 
outside the back of the cabin. 
His bare feet stuck into the 
room as he manipulated the 
rudder. Just below Chungking they met their first trouble. Entering the narrow 
gorges was always a hazard at any time with the swift waters and hidden rocks 
and steep forboding cliffs. 

However, in more recent years there was another threat to river travel: that 
was the coming of small steamers which plowed through the stream leaving a heavy 


(The Yangtsi gorges) 
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wash of waves behind them. Those waves were disasterous to small Chinese boats. 
So there was a constant look-out for smoke. Smoke meant that a steamer was near, 

Will hoisted an American flag, hoping that the presence of foreigners would 
slow down the captain of any steamer and he would show consideration, 

Kitty, who was still 
afraid of river travel, 
usually sat at the en- 
trance of their cabin 
and watched for any sign 
of smoke, 

Suddenly the cry 
rang out, “Steamer com- 
ing!" 

It was impossible 
to tie up at the shore 
for there was no shore, 
only sheer rock, 

As the steamer came 
around the bend, the 
pigtailed captain of 
the junk, excited be- 
cause he knew he had a 
load of coal, pulled 
down the flag which was 
flapping in his face, 

The steamer came 
Shead at full speed and 
kicked up huge waves. 
The first mountain of 
water hit with a tim- 
bering-shivering shock. 

Instead of rising 
above the crest of the 
water, the coal-laden- 
ed boat plowed right 
through it and water 
swirled and gurgled 
into the cabin and 
through the wECOTS of 
= > seen re vine (The wave flowed right over the bow) 
the children looked at their mother. Her face was white as she prayed silently 
and held them close in her arms. 

The panic-stricken boatmen started to bail -- but another wave was coming. 
Splash! An avalancheof flood filled to the top of the boxes and a few inches be- 
low the level of the deck. 

Another ‘wave was on the way! There was no hope if more water came in. How 
they prayed! That three-foot wall of water with white angry teeth came driving 
onward -- and then -- no one really knew what happened until it was all over. A 
sudden lurch, a swish, and then around and around the whole boat whirled at rock- 
et pace, and then -- Bang! 
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Dizzy passengers opened their eyes cautiously and got to their feet. Where 
was the wave? Where was the river? 

Then they saw! The boat was balanced nicely on a pile of rocks, high and dry! 
A whirlpool had caught them just before the wave, and whirled them away from the 
very jaws of death right up onto the only layer of rocks available. Everywhere 
else was sheer precipice! 

Truly God worked for His children. As the wash splashed and broke and waned 
On the walls of the steep banks, the Hockmans thanked their Lord for deliverance. 
The boatmen sat to listen, still amazed and stupid from shock and surprise. 

There was no need to empty the water from the hull: it all ran out of the hole 
cracked into the bottom when it landed! Now what? 

The practical Will Hockman plucked some cotton batting from the boatmen's wad- 
ded jackets, and melted down a candle. He made a soft mixture of candle and cot. 
ton which he plugged into the hole. When launched into the cool water the plug 
hardened. It kept the water out until they reached the next town and a new boat. 


The journey was resumed. Meals were cooked on a primus stove and consisted 
of rice and canned goods. Kitty waged an endless battle with the rats! 

One night as shé was lying awake listening for rats, she noticed a'garment on 
the pile they had just taken off and folded at the foot of their bed -- it rose 
silently as if by magic and moved towards the back opening where the captain was, 

Then she saw the long boathook! Quickly she slipped the clothing off the hook 
and kept slipping it off each time the captain tried to hook another piece! 


There were 
niles of 
sluggish 
waters and 
boys fished 
in quiet 
Pools, Li-+- 
chen cover- 
ed pagodas 
crumbled on 
hills. 


Occasional- 
ly, the rud- 
der oar was 
used to pro- 
pel as they 
floated down 
strean, 

This was 
about ten 
feet long 
and five in- 
ches in di- 
ameter and 
had to be carried from the front to the back of the junk according to the need. 

One day, the men grabbed the oar and charged through the cabin without warn- 
ing. Kitty had just time to pull the children out of the way, but her leg was 
caught between the pole and a box. Unable to move, her leg was badly crushed be- 
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her cries could stop the coolies. It was a blessing that no bone was broken. 


Traveling in China was no picnic! So the luxury of a steamer for the last few 
days of the trip was a decided improvement. 


Finally, the 
wonderful reunion 
with all the fam- 
ily together in 
Shanghai! How the 
the mother heart 
rejoiced in her 
sons, now grown 
tall; and how 
proud the parents 
were of their 
handsome boys! 

It took some 
time for them to 
get used to be- 
ing in a family 
again. 

There was a 
short vacation 
together and then 
came the heart- 
break of separa- 
tion with the 
boys as well as 
Kathleen. It was her first time to be left in school. With each parting the par- 
ent's hearts were torn afresh and the wound became deeper instead of easier. 


(Just before leaving for Chefoo, 1919) 


Hannah of Bible days who was such an example of sacrifice in lending her son, 
Samuel, to the Lord, yet was able to visit him once a year. But the missionary 
children had to be left for six years at a time. What price missions! 

Kitty went with the youngsters to Chefoo to see Kathleen settled there, but 
Will felt the urgency of returning to the building work at Luchow. 


With a load of supplies for the school, such as laboratory equipment, books, 
medicines and food, Will Hockman accompanied a family with children on the way to 
West China. But they did not reach their destination. They were shipwrecked a- 
gain! The confusion was the greater because they had children with them. 

Once again the method of piling up all the salvageable boxes to make a shel- 
ter was employed to protect from bandits as well as to provide a cover. However, 
some of the items, such as books for the school, were too seriously damaged to be 
useable. 


Therefore, Will Hockman had to return to Shanghai to replenish the needed 
stores. The "China's Millions" gives the report of that second trip with the new 
supplies: 

"On the Upper Yangtsi the conditions were very bad. Mr. Hockman experienced 
considerable difficulty as the boat was attacked by bandits, and the boatmen had 
to fight their way through. One was killed. The robbers came on board, and open- 
ing the boxes, took off all the possessions. But as the thicves were carrying it 
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away up the river bank, some boats of soldiers came in sight and fired on then. 
2 They dropped their loot and fled. 
“Whereupon the soldiers gathered up all the things and carried everything 
off to their own boats and distributed it amongst themselves...The nissionary 


leader, however, went to the government headquarters, and succeeded in recover- 
ing most of the stolen property." 
; ; 


my 


(The shelter at the wreck and household stuff) 


(The lower, lazy Yangtsi) 
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When Mr. Hockman eventually reached Luchow, the work resumed on the buildings. 
The duplex missionary homes were ready for occupancy when Kitty and Don returned 
from Chefoo. Side by side, brick and 
white-trim woodwork houses with airy 
rooms and a verandahs, looked down on 
lawns and flower beds, and beyond all 
was the river. In time, vegetable 
gardens supplied the table, and sweet 
peas and roses brightened the rooms. 
Other missionaries and children oc- 
cupied the other residence. Ivy climb- 
ed the pillars and onto the roof. It 
was a gracious and beautiful place in- 
deed. (This was the home where the en- 
tire family gathered for one year in 
1925 before the furlough to America.) 


The opening of the Hudson Taylor : (The missionary homes) 
School was a milestone in Will Hockman's 
life. This was his dream come true; this was the vision for which he had given 
his time, his strength, his very existence. The grey brick school with its artis- 
tic tower was not only well built, but it was beautiful as well. 


From his own pen comes his philosophy and account of the work: 

"December 1921, In the early pioneering days of our mission, the work was 
comparatively simple. Our missionaries were called upon to push out into the in- 

terior...but their ministry was 
ait oc Go a - +> Roa se largely limited to the sowing of 
i the Seed...They needed but very 
limited equipment... 

“But in our days, the work is 
vastly more complicated. Today 
we have tens of thousands of be- 
lievers scattered over the coun- 
try...To counsel and advise, to 
instruct and train is now the 
problem of our workers... 

"To rightly lead and teach a 
new convert from raw heathendom 
is no easy task. His whole life 
needs to be undone and put back 
together again...Our chief con- 
cern now is to establish a nat- 
LYS eae ae pvr a ive church on a firm foundation 

grounded on the Truth, able not 
(The apaen Taylor School) only to perpetrate. itself but to 
reach out into the regions beyong with the Word of Life... 

“With a view to meeting in some measure the pressing need for systematic in- 
struction, our mission has established an institution at Luchow. It contemplates 
providing Christian education for the sons -of church members." 


FT! 


As the principal of the school, Mr. Hockman found much to do besides mere 
teaching. Rules had to enforced, and sometimes with a stick! Thievery and lying 


80. 


and swearing and fighting were only a few of the habits that needed to be extrac- 
ed -- a truly major operation! 

The first day in school was a revelation to the new boys who came straight 
from their native homes and ways. They were given a tour of the school and 
grounds, and then shown the dormitory -- 4 very clean place fitted with tubs of 
water, and he was given a bar of soap and told to take a bath. Sometimes he even 
needed to be shown how to do this! One young fellow thought that the soap was to 
eat! It was encouraging to see how popular the bath house became once they got 
used to the idea. ; ‘ 4 ‘ 


From the pen of a co-mission- 
ary who lived in the other side of 
the duplex home, came the follow- 
ing: 
: "Mr, Hockman might have been a 
professional architect: the dis- 
pensary suggested the physician; 
the electric clock and bells, the 
engineer; the physics laboratory, 
the scientist; the workshop with 
its complete tools and forge, the carpenter and blacksmith; the Bible classes, 
the theologian; he was also a trained dentist, There was nothing he could not do 
and do successfully." 


—— | 


(The entrance to the school 


The Chinese classrooms were -no place for lolling or loafing around. The mem- 
orizing of scripture was an important part of the education even for the lower 
grades along with the three "Rs" (reading, riting, rithmetic). The higher grade 
students attended the Hudson Taylor School. 


ta aN . a8 
(A typical lower grade) 


Another associate wrote: "One beautiful room housed the Physics Laboratory 
which was surprisingly complete and very efficiently taught even though the scien- 
“tific terms had to be coined for the Chinese language by the versatile professor 
Hockman who seemed to be able to do almost anything." 
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From the back of the residences could 
be seen the servants' quarters, the ivy- 
covered wall and the gate house. 

Each home had four bedrooms with a 
fireplace in each as well as in the 
spacious livingroom. The bathroom was 
furnished with a homemade commode, a 
tub and water buckets, and a washstand, 
It was all very modern for that day and 
area, 

Behind the school was a high hill 
crowned with one of China's obiquitous 
temples, and the trail down from the 
peak led through terraced rice fields. 
Ancient graves dotted the hillside: (Back view of the residence) 
some of them dated back to the Han dy~ 
nasty. The surrounding farm was part of the school property, the hope being that 
it would be a large factor in the self-support goal that was never far from Will 
Hockman's mind. 


Kitty Hockman taught English and Bible. She supervised the kitchens and san- 
itation of the school as well as of her own home. Her schedule was a full one: 
Morning: Chinese prayer hour with the servants. Teaching Donald. Interview 
with the cook about menus and shopping. Class at the school. Dis- 
pensary,. 
Afternoon: Class at school. Another class, Interviews. Dispensary. Visit 
in some needy home. Check the school kitchens, 


There was another dream that Will had for the future: that was a "Christian 
Bible Institute" for adults to be conducted after the manner of the Bible Insti- 
tutes in America, As he wrote, "An institute like this is in a very real sense 
a battle-ground with the powers of darkness. Work here is a daily and hourly 
struggle with the wiles of the devil. Those who carry this burden can never for 
4 moment relax their vigilance. It is pray, pray, pray, night and day." 


During 1922, because of the need to replenish supplies and confer with the 
mission authorities in Shanghai, Will Hockman took a trip down river alone, leav- 
ing his wife and son in Luchow. He also made a visit to the children in Chefoo. 

Of that visit the three lively youngsters remember two things especially: 
first, the joy of having someone to visit after school which set them apart from 
the other children. Second, the cupboard in their father's room where he kept 
cheese and crackers, chocolate and bananas! 

This trip down river and back again was uneventful and safe since he travel- 
ed by steamer instead of houseboat. He was back at Luchow in a three month's 
time. 

In the meantime, Kitty and Don were alone to care for the premises with the 
faithful band of Chinese helpers. The school was in smooth operation by that 
time with capable teachers and the missionary couple next door in the duplex. 
Once again, she found herself in charge of a mission atation, even as she had 
been in Chungking. Everything went along as usual without major mishaps or ban- 
dit attack. 

“Peace, perfect Peace with dangers all around? 

In Jesus' careing nought but peace is found!" 
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CHAPTER X. 


"The LORD will lighten my darkness" (Psalm 18:28). 


Meanwhile, at Chefoo the three older children were growing at the Boys’ 
school where Bob and Charlie were, and the Girls' school where Kathleen lived. 
No better schooling could be found anywhere, no more dedicated teachers, no more 
healthful climate, no more diversified athletics -~- but it was still a SCHOOL! 

There was no 
one to care if 
the "Jolly Ro- 
gers" had their 
Picture taken 
and Charlie held 
up the banner on 
the right and 
Bob sat just in 
front of hin. 

No one cared 
if Bob won the 
tennis cup, or 
was captain of 
the soccer and 
rowing teams, or 
that Charlie was 
not (and wished 
he were). 

There was no 
one to care if 
Kathleen learn- 
ed to play ten- 
nis or lay awake : OR HRA RTT Ce 
at night wonder- (One of the Boys’ School Clubs) 
ing what it was 
like to have a mother again who would care that she won the 100 yard dash that 
day and earned a certificate for swimming the + mile yesterday. 

Christmases and summer holidays were spent under the strict English supervi- 
sion and rules, year after year. When other children left by ship to go to their 
homes during vacations, the Hockman youngsters and about fifteen others stayed 
behind at school: they were dubbed "the Left-behinders!" 

Every Christmas the school gave each child a gift "from their parents." For 
Kathleen, it was always a box of paints. Just once she would have loved to have 
had a pretty ribbon or some chocolates! 

Unwittingly, a deep-seated jealousy and resentment grew in the young hearts. 
It was not the fault of the parents or teachers; but just the same, inferiority 
complex haunted the children the rest of their lives. There was no hugging and 
kissing, no telling of secrets, no hand to hold. 
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His last year at Chefoo Bob won the coveted 
shield, the award for the best all-round ath- 
elete. 

After church on Sundays, brothers and sis- 
ters were allowed to walk home in an orderly 
line, and on Saturdays they could meet for 
half an: hour on the school grounds. But after 
all, what is there to talk about to almost 
complete strangers? The boys were far more 
interested in the other girls around, for it 
was taboo ever to speak to other girls! 

Once a week was "tuck shop." Then those 
who had brought candy back to school from 
their vacations could collect a handfull for 
the afternoon, There followed the exciting 
exchanging of candies: ten jelly beans for a 
chocolate, and two chocolates for a portion 
of & candy Easter egg, etc. Kathleen: only 
had school candy: black-and-white striped 
Peppermints =~ but no one would swap any of 
their ‘goodies for her "bullseyes!" She still 
(pie ‘ hates peppermint! 

— Te’ . The. one compensation for vacations at the 
i school were the hockey games and other ath- 
(Athlete of the year) letic events. That was great! 

Bob is in the center 
of this picture, playing 
at the net. This was the 
day he won the champion- 
ship doubles in tennis. 

Kathleen specialized 
in drawing as well as 
sports «= anything ex- 
cept book study! Her 
favorite course was lit- 
erature, for the old 
English plays stirred 
her imagination. 


In 1925 the utterly 
wonderful news was an- 
nounced to the three 
children: they were to 
travel up river to be 
with their parents for 
a year before the Hock- (Bob's winning game!) 
mans returned to Amer- 
ica in furlough! For once in their lives, they were the objects of envy! Bob had 
just graduated from the Boys' School. 

With a veteran missionary to Tibet as escort, they began the month's travel up 
the Yangtsi. That escort had been in the interior so long that he had "gone na-' 
tive:" dressed, behaved, ate, and even smelled like a Tibetan! (They do not wash, 


84. 


_ 


for Tibet is a cold country and they just smear yak butter over their bodies in- 
| stead of water! It's good for the skin, but awful on the nose! ) 
China was still in violent political unrest. This was the first steamer to 


venture up river after a 
long time of no transpor- 
tation. It seemed that ev- 
eryone and his friends had 
crowded aboard. Men were 
sleeping on the deck and 
smoking their opium and 
playing "Mah-jong" which 
kept those in the cabins 
awake. 

It was not an easy voy-= 
age for an inexperienced 
girl straight from board~- 
ing school. Her brothers 
were complete strangers to 
her, and she was too shy to 
ask them for advice. 

As the only female on 
the boat, she had a cabin 
to herself; but the cock- 
roaches scuttled all over 
her when she put out the 
light to sleep! The men on 
the deck tried to peek into 
her cabin, so she kept the 
light off all day as well. 

She could not find the 
bathroom. Whom could she 
ask? There was no door 
with "Ladies" on it! So : 
she swiped tin cans from (The panic when gunshots rang out! ) 
the garbage when people were asleep! : 


The threat of bandits was constant. Sheets of armor plating had been placed 
at intervals along the deck in case of an emergency. Once when a shot rang out 
from the shore, all the Chinese dove for the shelter like football players! There 
they huddled in fear. : 

The missionary escort spent his time sitting on the railing eating persimmons 
and spitting the peel onto the deck -- why not into the water? Who knows! 


( Chinese opium smokers) 
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At Chungking there was a long delay. Danger prohibited ships going on up riv- 
er, so for two months the Hockmans did not know where their children were. 


parent would appreciate what this meant to 


(At Chefoo before the trip) 


places in each room crackled warmly. Tinted walls and 
pretty curtains were all so strange after only bare 
walls of school. Kathleen's room was done in dainty 
blue and white with ruffled curtains and pink roses 


diness,. 


them.’ Imagine the prayer that was offered! 


Kathleen tried to wash and iron her 


brothers' clothes; but she had never ever 
done any laundry before, and pressed their 
cotton trousers with creases down the side 
like the Chinese pants! 

. Life at the mission headquarters in 
Chungking brought back memories of her 
earlier days when she and Don had had the 
whooping cough there and played in the gar- 
den: while recovering. 


Finally -- a ship was available -—- and 
then ‘the arrival in Luchow! 


,But the reunion was not the spontane- 


ous’ joy of meeting. 


awkward and shy. 
in the life of a child. 

It took weeks to break through the wall 
of reserve before Will and Kitty won over 
the estrangement. 


At the new home everything was in rea- 
The ivy-covered buildings and the 


on the dresser with pink candles. It was the first 


wedge into the girl's lonely and cold heart. 


That heart warmed up during that next year! 


The windows of the house overlooked the 


school 


athletic field where Bob and Charlie joined with 
the Chinese boys in their sports, and played ten- 


nis on the clay court. 


‘Don had also been a lonely little boy all those 


years, although he did have the home ties. 


But now 


he was included in family fun and social times, and 


Bob took it upon himself to coach him in his school- 
work even as he did Kathleen. Charlie brushed up on 


his books also, to keep up with his class. - 


Sunday afternoons was given over to a family 
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Instead, it was an em 
barrassment when the stranger kissed and 
hugged and cried over them. 
gotten "Mother" in all those years and were 
Six years is a long time 


They had for- 


landscaped flowers welcomed them. 


Most of the furniture in the home had been built by their # sates “Te fire- 


Only a 


walk with their father, They usually climbed the hill towards the temple, That 
hill with its many graves was like the back of a toad, but it made a great place 
for tag. In the temple, the idols were chipped and peeling with cobwebs over the 
faces. How sad to think that people were still worshipping them! However, few 
devotees ever came up that way anymore even though the shaved priests rang the 
gong morning and evening. 

Corroded coffin nails, dating back some thousand years, could be found in the 
open mounds of the graves, : 

Sometimes the walk would take them towards the old city wall, broken and dis- 
used, which had been 4 defense for Luchow in years past. There was a rusty cannon 
at the top of a hill; its muzzle pointing across the valley like some ghostly sen- 
tinel. 

It became a family practice for Will to reach into the muzzle, saying, "I won- 
der what we can find in here!" and pretend to pull out a package of raisins or a 
few candy bars for a snack, Everyone expected their afternoon snack from that 
ceannon's mouth. 

Once while sitting high on those hills, he pointed across towards the blue- 
grey mountains in the distance, saying in a quiet voice, “Away over there we bur- 
ied our little Margaret. Someday the clouds will open and she will come to meet 
us in the air with the Lord Jesus." 


Kitty Hockman was still involved with her 
visiting outreach and teaching even though the 
family was home. There was the time when a wo- 
man asked prayer for her "O-er." She said he 
was ill and she feared he might die. 

Kitty was not quite sure what the "O-er" 
might be. It sounded like the word for broth- 
er, but she did not want to show her ignorance 
by asking. So prayer was offered for "O-er." 

Two days later, the woman came beaming to 
thank God for answered prayer. She exclaimed 
joyfully, "He was a means of income!" 

Still perplexed, Kitty asked just who it 
was they had been praying for. 

"Oh, my O-er is my goose!" So they had 
been praying for a goose! The missionary had 
learned a new word even after thirty years! 


Once when visiting in an out-station, Will 
wanted to tell the cook that he did not like 
turnips. He said, "Loh-poo, poo ding how." 
(turnip not very good), But his statement, 
although correct, was not well understood, 
for the cook thought he said, "Loh-poo pu- ; (At Luchow) 
ding,how!" (turnip pudding, good!). Turnip 
pudding was a horrible surprise! In Chinese, the tone as well as the pauses 
change the words to a different meaning. 


The Hudson Taylor School was in full swing that year. There were some sixty 
boys attending with five professors and two missionaries. Many of these return- 
ed to their home towns to serve the Lord after graduation. Praise God for His 
faithfulness to His Word! 
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9 ica vo soencontesese urate 


This picture shows the school soon after it was operating fully. All the 
toil and months of frustration was worth a Picture like this portraying young 
lives that were actually being trained to serve the Lord. Dr. and Mrs. Hockman 
are at the extreme right at the back. The boys are carrying young sprigs of 
trees which they planted to beautify the grounds. Note the year on the banner. 


That Christmas, the celebrations were held at the Hockman house. An immense 
tree with all the fixings reached to the ceiling. Santa in his red suit and cot- 
‘ton batting whiskers sounded suspiciously like their father! Other missionariés 
and their children joined in the fun and games. Bob played the folding organ for 
the carol singing. 

Every Thursday evening was "social evening," when 41] the missionaries drop- 
ped in to play parlor games with the young people; this was a truly gracious ges- 
ture on the part of busy people, but they did it as a respect to Kitty especially. 
She was so filled with joy in having her whole family together, that her happiness 
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bubbled over on to others. She was the hub of "home" and gave them something no 
one else could. 


A fellow-missionary wrote of 
her: 

"I never spent ten minutes 
in her company without feeling 
stimulated to be a better wo- 
man, She was always so fresh 
and spontaneous in her spirit- 
ual life...One of our little 
girls made up her mind to be a 
nurse like Mrs. Hockman. We 
would find Sue very often in 
the study hunting for bits of 
bandage in the waste basket 
which had been placed there sists : . gested , 
for her to find!" (A Hockman social evening) 


One afternoon was memorable. A family of bats moved in to make their home in 
the eaves of the front verandah. Kitty sat sewing when she noticed the bats fly- 
ing low overhead, (She was desperately afraid of pats!) Her hair was done up in 
a high coil on her head += then she felt a squirming. Putting up her hand, she 
felt the mousy, clinging baby bats that stuck to her fingers and squeaked their 
disapproval at being disturbed in their new nest! In horror she let out a wild 
shriek and fled for help. Those baby bats would not let loose of her hair until 
it was loosened and combed! 


The roof was at last on 
the new Bible Institute. 
Great was the cause for re- 
joicing, for this was the 
last building Will had in: 
mind for the completion of 
his vision and dream. 

A dedication and house-~ 
warming was in order. Even 
Dr. and Mrs. Parry came up 
from Chungking for the cel- 
ebrations and thanksgiving : cS Pom : 
services for the goodness pone a ia 
of the Lord. ren ips ee 

But during that year (Left to right: the Parrys, Don, Olsens, 
war continued. Soldiers Kitty and Kathleen. Will took the picture) 
were constantly trying to 
capture the workmen for carriers. They made away with coal and other supplies. 
With pounding hearts one afternoon, the family watched their father as he stalk- 
ed out to meet a band of bandits who were driving the workmen away to carry the 
loads. 

Fearlessly, he shouted, "This is American property! Get gone!" 

They did get gone, and in 4 hurry too! : 

Kindness and mercy could not be called an attribute of heathendom. A common 
thief or prowler caught by the workmen would find no pity. His cries would be 


89. 


heard at the school, and Will would hurry out to stop them. 
In this tea table scene, Charlie is at 
the left and Kathleen and Will Hockman 
are standing at the back. The picture 
was taken by Bob. Little did the rejoic- 
ing missionaries realize that those new 
classrooms would never hear the sound of 
students, and those grceunds would never 
see the end for which they had been so 
laboriously designed and prepared, 

The great vision of "what might have 
been" was too soon sent crumbling into 
complete annihilation. 


The year at home was ending, and fur- 
pee x i Sa lough was due for Will and Kitty. 
ais f Thirty years in China! Now the dream 

(The Bible Institute dedication) of a lifetime was a reality: the, school 
was in full swing, the Bible Institute was about to open. 

The teachers and missionaries gathered on the verandah for a farewell dinner. 
Other missionaries were to 
live in the homes and carry 
on the work. 

Note the fans held by 
the men, and the women wear- 
ing hats. China's sun was 
hot and dangerous. Second 
from the left is one of the 
missionaries who was to be 
in charge of the school. 

The men always sat ata 
table alone in China! Woe 
men were still "second rate 
citizens!" 

It can scarcely be fath- 
omed what must have been in 
Will Hockman's mind as he 
came to the time for departing. Leaving all he had toiled to produce must have 
been a real heartache to him, especially since there was nothing in America to 
draw him back to his homeland. What would happen to his hard work? How would 
others handle it all? Each brick and board and tile held a history of sweat and 
tears. Even as he sat on that verandah at ‘the dinner, these thoughts must have 
been sifting through his mind. 

_ How good the Lord is to hide the future from our human understanding! 


“He knoweth the way that I take: when He hath tried me, I shall come forth 
as gold" (Job 23:10). 
"God holds the key of all unknown; and I am glad. 
If other hands should hold the key, or if He trusted it to me -- 
-I might be, sad!" 
God is already in tomorrow! 
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(The faculty and missionary dinner) 


The graduating class chose to have their picture taken with the Hockman fam- 
ily, as a last gesture of appreciation to the missionaries as well as counting it 
& great honor for themselves. Notice that some of the boys carry a folding fan 
which was a token of being a gentleman of high cast. The pigtails were no longer 
the style anymore, but the long robe was still the dress-up costume. 

Since Chinese writing reads from left to right, the date is on the bottom 
line: the first four characters are the numbers "one, nine, two, four," 


nt ah 


TRA pe AHS PE ES 
BE eee CN Se 


Neils enti ake stant er 
RT 


+ 
a. eeibed 


Ae oa a aie oo ead 


nts em 


(The last photograph before leaving China) 


This was the first graduating class -- the first and the last. But those 
earnest young faces represent what missions are all about. Some of these are now 
Christian leaders in their own towns. Will Hockman invested his years for this 
eternal goal; he will meet some of these men in glory. 

"For the things which are seen are temporal; but the things which are not seen 
are eternal" (2 Cor.4:18), "But seek ye first the kingdom of God, and his right- 
eousness" (Matt.6:33). “Seek those things which are above" (Col.3:1). 
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This letter was the resolution of appreciation prepared by the faculty of the 
Hudson Taylor School, and accompanied a hand painted scroll of the school, 1924. 


To Principal Hockman on his going on furlough. _ 


rah. 


Longs ago Mr. Hudson Taylor established the China Inland, 
iission, and Principal Hockman has given his strength to ! 
carry ing forward the foe: work, a’ commom desire linking 
past and present. 

After being together these years, it is hard to say 
the last words of goodbye. 

Just see the students! The tears race each other 
down their cheeks, and drench the lapels of their gowns! 

We are ashamed at having no, worthy gift to offer, 

Arrived at: the cross-roads we are loth to part. 

‘ The Principal and his honourable lady, with their 
sons and daughter, will trave{;ten thousand miles, -and 
see the sun rise and set on tie mountains and avers ‘of 
their native land. * a NE sHgie 5 

We are sure that the ‘friends. of “twenty or thirty 
years ago will be waiting to welcome them. 

While we wait the Principal's return we shall be much 


‘in prayer: The Hudson’ ae ‘S¢hool in Luchow is his j 
second home. 5 


i That God may constanti ‘protect’ ou ‘te the prayer o 
all ‘who send you off. 
fae ee 


Peng Dze-yuen: 


—— 


od 


Down at the small steamer as the Hockmans boarded, the Chinese wept openly as 
their friends pulled away from the shore. 

: One Bible woman called across the water, "Tell your friends and people about 
our country, that we need the gospel!" 

With this challenge ringing in their ears, Mr. and Mrs. Hockman left Luchow, 
little realizing that it would be forever; 

"Wherefore also we pray always for you, that our God would count you worthy of 
this calling, and fulfil all the good pleasure of his goodness, and the work of 
faith with power: That the name of our Lord Jesus Christ may be glorified in you, 
and ye in him, according to the grace of our God and the Lord Jesus Christ" 

(2 Thess.1:11-12) 
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CHAPTER XI. 


“He setteth an end to darkness, and searcheth out all perfection" (Job 28:3). 


Once again the down river trip was taken, but this time by steamer. In this 
picture taken by Will uy 

Hockman, the coolies 
are carrying cargo 

to the barges that 
will carry it toa 
small steamer anchor- 
ed out in the harbor, 

The steamer tra- 
vel had really revolu- 
tionized travel up and 
down the Yangtsi. 

At each port town 
the family disembarked 
to visit the stations 
where they had lived in earlier days, and farewells were said to Chinese and the 
missionaries, Those old haunts looked mighty familiar to the children. 


say AA 
(The olden way of travel still exists) 
At Shanghai there was a brief vacation together before the family had to di- 
vide up again, Because Will and Kitty expected to return to China in a year, it 


seemed wise to leave Kathleen and Don at Chefoo while the older boys went to Am- 
erica with their parents for further education. 
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So once again the "goodbyes" were said as the two younger children boarded a 
ship for Chefoo. It was Don's first taste of boarding school, and he was still a 
tender little boy to be left behind in China. 


(This picture was taken in Shanghai) 


Returning to school was not so bad for Kathleen who Imew her way around and 
had friends there. But she neglected her little brother sadly, even as the older 
boys had done to her. Living in different schools was enough to draw any family 
apart, for the contacts were so few and far between. They were soon strangers. 
Teenage girls are not too interested in small boys -- they are looking at the old- 
er ones! Lonely little Don got along the best he could. 

At the Girls' School, there were several "Kathleens," so the children gave the 
name of "Kath-Hock" to the returning Kathleen. She carried that name until she 
left Chefoo. 

She excelled in sports, won the tennis championship, captain of the rowing 
team and hockey team, and had a crush on a new teacher who was an artist. That 
lady encouraged her in drawing, and even permitted any girls who chose to visit 
her room for a before-bedtime gabfest. "Kath-Hock" adored her! 


Mr. and Mrs. Hockman and Bob and Charlie proceded to England first. How it 
had changed in thirty years! Their experience was like that of so many returning 
missionaries who found that home was no longer home: streets and houses had chang- 
ed, loved ones and friends gone. However,’ the stay was busy with meetings while 
the boys attended Business College. 

Will was one of the speakers at the China Inland Mission national conference. 
The write-up stated, "None will forget Mr. Hockman's address on, ‘Our Chinese 
Neighbors of Tomorrow,' stating, ‘Who can measure the possibilities? What are we 
going to do about it? National life is the product of Christian educational pol- 
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icies, What shall be our contribution?!" 

It was true that missionary influence had brought a halt to the destruction of 
babies, and the binding of girl's feet, but there was still a long way to go to 
erase the ignorance and superstition which still prevailed, 


Arrival in America in 1925 
began a new epoch for the fam- 
ily. After Kitty spoke at a 
conference, a photographer ask- 
ed to take her portrait. This 
was one he took with her in 
Chinese Mandarin dress-up cos-. 
tume. (This outfit is still 
available in Kathleen's souven- 
ir trunk!) 

It was after arriving in 
the States that medical examin- 
ers gave their report: Will and 
Kitty could not return to China 
because of chronic poor health. 

They were reluctant to ac- 
cept the ruling as final, and 
hoped against hope that the 
proper rest might bring res~ 
toration. But no ready means 
was at hand, 

In fact, as days passed, it 
became more and more-evident 
that health was not returning 
sufficiently for any thought of 
the Hockmans going back to the 
field they so dearly loved. 


Knowing that their return 
to China was not imminent, they 
decided to send for the two 
children who were at Chefoo, 


(In dowager robes) 


In the meantime, when school opened in the 
fall, they moved to New Concord, Ohio, to 

a cottage reserved for missionaries on fur- 
lough near Muskingum College, which was a 
Christian college. The older boys enrolled 
for the next year. 

It was there that Bob became acquainted 
with the son of the Ethiopian emperor, a 
young fellow attending the school. This 
was the means that the Lord used to lay 
the need of Ethiopia on Bob's heart, and 
he volunteered to be a medical missionary. 

It was there, too, that he met the 
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girl who was later to become his wife, Winifred Thompson. 


Meanwhile, back in China, Kathleen and Don were growing up. 
She had accepted Christ as 
her Saviour that summer. 
The schools conducted evan- 
gelistic meetings on the 
beach with a missionary 
from India as the speak- 
er for the children. 
Kathleen had thought 
she was a Christian -- 
after all, she was 4 mis- 
sionary's kid, and had 
been raised on Bible stor- 
ies and hymns! 

But the Spirit of God 
convicted her that just 
knowing about God and be- 
lieving Bible facts did 
not make one a child of 
God. She prayed to ask 
Jesus Christ to take her 

(Don and Kathleen at Chefoo ) sins away and be her Sav- 
iour. Later on, she was 
baptized in the ocean as a testimony that she was dead to the old life and alive 
unto God. Each of the older girls were given the responsibility to help a Chinese 
woman convert to enter the waves to be baptized that same day. 


When word came that the two at Chefoo were to go to America, their excitement 
was unbounded. Under the escort of long-suffering missionaries, they had their 
first experience on an ocean liner, 


The family was staying at the Moody Bible Institute when Don and Kathleen ar- 
rived in America. Then they all went to Winona Lake where both Will and Kitty 
were speakers at the conference grounds. Kathleen attended a camp where there was 
boating and tennis, so she was in her element. 


News from China was not good. A new and strong movement called "Communism" 
was sweeping the land, and much property was being destroyed in their wake. To 
add to the shock came the word that the missionaries at Luchow had been forced to 
evacuate because of the advancing armies, and that ruffians had occupied the Hud- 
son Taylor School premises. 

More bad news came: the bandits, after living in the buildings and polluting 
the grounds, had decided to build themselves an estate on another site, Deliber- 
ately, they removed the tiles, the bricks, the woodwork, the furniture, and even 
the very stones, and bore them all away to build their own edifice. Only one 
stone wall was left standing, and that was because one man had been killed during 
the demolition. They superstitiously thought that the foreigners' God was angry, 
so left that wall standing. Every other sign of the homes and schools, equipment 
and other buildings, were removed; leaving only a pile of rubble. The lands re- 
turned to rice fields again 

When this word reached the Hockmans, the shock was well nigh overwhelming. 
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It was paralizing. All = 
those years of work and Y ai lie i ZA Aline al 
grief, of blessing and ll il 
success == all gone! EM) 
Completely and irrepair- 
ably gone! 

Darkness of spirit 
engulfed and threatened 
to overflow, A lifetime 
wiped out in one fell 
blow! Had God forsaken 
and rejected the labor 
of his hands? 

Doubts, grief, and 
discouragement surged 
upon Will, Dark days 
indeed! Few have faced 
darker. Where were the 
treasures of darkness 
in such catastrophy? 
What good could come 
from cataclysm? 

Like Elijah under 
se ayers Sta seety (Do you feel like Elijah, Christian?) 
taining. Kathleen lettered the text for her father: "For God is not unrighteous 
to forget your work and labor of love which ye have shewed toward his name, in 
that ye have ministered to the saints, and do minister" (Heb.6:10), 

Yes, the Lord keeps the score; He does not forget. All that is done for His 
glory and in His name and by His power counts for eternity -- His word will not 
return to Him void. 


Reports have come in later years of the lasting fruit from the short lire of 
the Hudson Taylor School. Former students are now Christian leaders and teachers 
and some are even witnessing for Christ in the Chinese army. The last word comes 
from a missionary who visited the premises, and tells that Chinese Christians had 
taken it upon themselves to try to rebuild and duplicate the first buildings up- 
on the original foundations, to construct a school for Christian education. (Of 
course, this was before the take-over by Russian Communists which closed China 
for so many years.) 


Not long after the news of 
the destruction of his work 
reached him, Will delivered an 
address at the Winona Taberna- 
cle. The building was filled 
to capacity, and the audience 
was rapt in attention. The 
victory God gave him in those 
dark days proved to be an en- 
couragement to many others in 
their hour of testing. 

The Lord makes no mistakes! 


d 
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JOTTINGS OF WILL HOCKMAN'S MESSAGE AT WINONA TABERNACLE 

"*The people which sat in darlmess saw great light; and to them which sat in 
the region and shadow of death light is sprung up' (Matt.4:16). Any kingdom con- 
ducted under conditions of spiritual darkness must of necessity end in disaster. 
It cannot possibly attain unto any height. It can but produce misery... 

“It is pertinent to ask, 'What is meant by spiritual darkness?’ That darkness 
may in part be defined thus: to be disconnected from and in rebellion against the 
One Who is the source of all that makes existence worthwhile; to violate the laws 
of life which He ordained 
when He created person be- poreracrene erator asian 
ings; to violate the great ° 
fundamental moral princi- GLAMORIZING will not fake the place of EVANGELIZING | 
ple of LOVE... 

"When Satan attempts to 
carry on a kingdom in rebel- 
lion and separation from 
God, it is lixe trying to 
operate 4 vast assemblage of 
machinery in which things 
are out of alignment, off- 
center, out of proper rela- 
tionship -~- what could be 
expected but chaos!... 

"The desolation and an- 
guish of existence apart 
from God is described by INDIFFERENT 
Jude: ‘Raging waves of the PER CHRISTIAN 
sea, foaming out their own 
shame; wandering stars, to 
whom is reserved the black- 
ness of darlmess forever' ‘ 
(Jude 13)... (There's no treasure in this darkness) 

"The light of the gospel 
is not just for some particular racial group, but it is for the whole world. 
Those who are fortunate enough to hear the glad tidings are naturally responsible 
to pass it along to those yet in darkness... 

"No one can expect to have the right to hear the gospel over and over again 
until everyone has had the opportunity to hear it once. Of the over two billion 
people in the world (1926), quite three quarters have never heard the gospel at 
all...There is no command just to reach some community, but to go everywhere pro- 
claiming the gospel... It is a sad thing to see Christian ministers elbowing each 
other, and treading on each other's toes in 
the effort to secure a pastorate here in A- 
merica, while heathen lands are literally 
famishing for spiritual light, and are dy- 
ing without hope... 

“The church with the missionary vision 
is usually the strongest one...The light 
that shines the furtherest away is always 
brightest near at hand. We have the Light 
to give out to a dark world." 


She's really mot 
40 bed after all ! 
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Although they could no longer be active on the foreign field, the Hockmans 
for sure left part of their hearts in China, so they kept close connection with 
the China Inland Mission. Will continued as a member of the advisory council in 
America, 


Thereafter the family moved to a suburb of Chicago: Wheaton, Illinois, where 
they rented a house, Bob and Charlie continued their studies in Ohio. Kathleen 
and Don were in school in Wheaton, the town of Wheaton College. Don was in the 
grade schools and Kathleen attended Wheaton Academy, @ branch of the College. 


Looking bac over her years and forward to the future, Kitty Hockman wrote to 
a friend: 

"The world today with its wonderful achievements, and the heroic sacrifice 
and privations and sufferings of missionaries, makes my life seem very small and 
unimportant. I cannot speak of great things done, but of LITTLE THINGS. Truly 
Job expresses encouragement: "Though thy beginning was small, yet thy latter end 
should greatly increase,' 

"We are on one end of the text, but God is at the other. Our efforts may be 
small, but God takes care of the ending. Small things consist of living, loving, 
helping, teaching =< but the Lord takes such things, and by His grace and power 
works salvation of souls and lives. 

"At one end may be a tired and discouraged missionary, BUT GOD is at the 
other end; and glory alone will reveal the result of His power through our feeble 
efforts." 


That summer Will Hockman was ordained a Baptist minister. The gigantic dis- 
appointment of not returning to his work, and the destruction of his past efforts 
left a deep scar. But his spirits rose above the darkness to live again a deeper 
and fuller life of service. It matters not WHERE, but WHY and HOW we serve God. 

After all, we all have 
& measure of strength, time, 
health, and talent, so the 
question is whether we are 
investing it in that which 
will bring eternal returns. 

Only that which is in 
the will of God and to the 
glory of God really counts 
with Him, 

What we do for SELF is 
only for fleeting pleasure 
and value, but what is done 
for the honor of the Lord 
is laid up forever in Glory 
and will be put to our ace 
count in that day. 

"Lay up for yourselves 
treasure in heaven, where oO 
neither moth nor rust doth 
corrupt, and where thieves eee 
do not break through and 
steal: For where your treas- (Only one life -- ‘twill soon be past; 
ure is, there will your Only what's done for Christ will last! ) 


heart be also" (Matt.6:20-21). 
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CHAPTER XII. 


God needs no lamp nor light of the sun, for He IS the Light of the world! 
"The LORD hath said that he would dwell in the thick darkness" (2 Chron.6:1). 


In the fall of 1926, Rev. Will Hockman became a member of the faculty of the 
Moody Bible Institute in Chicago. He was back where he had attended school in 
the early days of D.L. Moody. 

A missionary and educator at heart, this new work as director of the mission- 
ary department of the school was as close to his dream as he might get. Now he 
was training young men and women to carry on the work he himself had been forced 
to lay down. His was the tremendous responsibility of moulding and warning fu- 
ture missionaries for the conditions awaiting them on the mission field. Under 
his direction the missionary department of the Institute advanced to such an ex- 
tent that more instructors had to be secured. : 

Twenty-five miles from Chicago was Wheaton where the Hockmans lived. In his 
spare time Will was busy working on blueprints for the home he planned to build. 
Two blocks north of the College, on 
a lot where trees and bushes grew 
wild, the construction began. Nine 
large trees had to be removed to al-~ 
low room for the house. Bob and 
Charlie worked with their father the 
next summer vacation in the heavy 
work of excavation, pouring concrete, 
carrying bricks and laying timbers. 

Hiring only one or two experienc- 
ed men, most of the actual labor was 
done by the family. 

Note, almost every inch of the 
house was touched by Hockman hands! 
iain Sie pail By the end of the summer they 

moved into the house to put the fin- 
(415 B, Madison Ave, ) ishing touches while they were on 
location, The "property" became HOME! The nine rooms echoed with the family. 

Long years on the mission field had taught frugality. The furniture was pur- 
chased from Montgomery Ward! Kitty sewed for herself and her daughter, and made 
her own hats (which were envied by her friends). 

Looking back on those days now, the memories of the children linger on the 
wholesome good times, the fun and teasing around the dinner table which was as 
much a part of the meal as Yorkshire pudding. Christmases, birthdays, afternoon 
teas, all blend together to make up those memories. 


Bob graduated from Muskingum College, and at the same ceremony the degree of 
Doctor of Divinity was conferred on Will Hockman in recognition of his outstand- 
ing work in China and his educational as well as spiritual views and efforts. 


Tt was then time for Bob to enroll as 4 medical student. He attended North- 
western University, so was able to live at home. The whole family looked forward 
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to his coming home each evening, for he bore with him a spirit of goodwill that 
was irristible. He especially enjoyed teasing his mother. She loved it! 


Here is a sample of his homespun humor: 
MOTHER'S WEEKLY TRIP TO TOWN 

All was quiet; everyone was contented. The cat was noiselessly playing with 
its tail. Don was admiring himself in the mirror with the subjective satisfaction 
that all is well. 

In, the midst of these serene surroundings, there comes Mother's calls and ques- 
tions, 80 everyone is aware that this is Wednesday and Mother is going to town! 

The train leaves at 9:05 A.M. It is now 8 A.M, 

"Where is the cat? Oh dear! Who let the cat out?" There's no answer. 

“Kathleen! Kathleen!" From somewhere upstairs comes the answer, "Yeah?" 

"Youfll find the dinner in the oven. Have some bread to fill up on, and the 
left-over tapioca pudding needs finishing up. Be sure’ to wash up before you leave 
the kitchen!" i 

The train leaves at 9:05. It is now 8:15. a 

"Don, I want you to wash the diningroom windows!" Don mildly replies, "Yes." 

The train leaves at 9:05. It is now 8:20, ' 

"Is that the right time? I'11 miss the train! I'll never catch it this morn- 
ing! Now where did I put that list of things to buy? Where DID I put it? Oh, I 
bave it here! Now where are my glasses?" 

“Don! Bob! Charlie! Kathleen! have you seen my glasses? No «= the other pair! 
IT had them in my hand just a minute ago. While you're upstairs, Don, look for 
them!" But Don is in the basement. 

The train leaves at 9:05. It is now 8:25, 

The search begins for the glasses; everyone joins in. 

"Oh, here they are! Never mind, they're right here on my desx!" 

The train leaves at 9:05. It is now 8:27, 

Mother comes to the front door with her hat and gloves on, all ready to go. 
But now her coat is upstairs. Up she goes like an eagle and gets it. Again all . 
is ready. Then she remembers that her purse is upstairs. Up she goes again! 

The train leaves at 9:05. It is now 8:314. 

Everything is quiet again. Mother has gone to town. She arrives at the sta- 
tion ten minutes too early and sits down to rest. The train comes, she boards, 
and the train leaves. Then the coach echoes with the cry, "Oh dear! I forgot to 
buy a ticket!" 


This was the boy whom his parents pray~ jj 
ed would be a medical missionary. His 
mind was still made up to continue in 
his calling as he studied at Medical 
School, 

Nothing could dull the shining joy 
that his parents shared in the fulfillment 
of their prayers. 

Kitty wrote the following in her note- 
book: "Our children bring us two special 
joys: once as a babe, and again as a man. 
Once dedicated, may we as well as he remen- 
ber our vows. Don't bring him to the Lord 
s a baby, and then hold him back as a man!" 


(At home in Wheaton) 
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The living room there at 415 E. 
Madison saw a lot of living. 

It heard Bob and Kathleen play 
the piano, Bob with his trumpet, 
Will with his mellowphone, Don 
on the radio! That room saw 
Christmas trees, looked on as 
Will read in his easy chair, 
heard Kitty chatting on the 
couch with Charlie, and saying, 
"I wish you'd stay home instead 
traveling all over the country! 
Settle down!" Yes, it was a 
LIVING ROOM! 

There was even Kathleen's 
wedding conducted in that very 
roon. 

Kitty always thought that 
tea tasted better in a pretty 

(The LIVING room at 415 E. Madison) cup. Even when having a sip 
all alone, she would say,"I'1l 
use a pretty cup!" How often her friends would gather in that room for tea! 


She was also included as a member of the Moody Bible Institute faculty, and con- 
ducted classes in "Nursing on the mission field," and "Child Training" and "Person- 
al Evangelism." ‘These afforded her joy in study as well as teaching. 

From far and wide have come expressions of appreciation from former students 
who found that her mowledge and experience gained from the mission field to be so 
very indispensable when they arrived on the foreign field themselves. 

She especially enjoyed her contact with the wives of students in the Moody Guild. 
Her love for people and her zeal for the Lord gave power to her ministry. 


Dr. Hockman, on the other hand, had a full schedule 
of classes as well as tremendous corrispondence. His 
several subjects of "Comparative Religions," "General 
Missions," "Biblical Introduction," kept him constantly 
in research and contact with the four corners of the 
world, Letters poured into his office: some seeking 
advice, others telling of experiences or problems. Con- 
sultations, interviews to encourage or even. rebuke, 
kept @ stream of visitors daily through his office. He 
tried to answer each with due consideration and prayer. 

It cannot be said that he was beloved by all. de 
was not, His exacting nature and shrewd discernment 
sometimes made him appear stern. Woe to the indiffer- 
ent student! In the classroom, he was best loved by 
those who knew him in the smaller classes, Many tes~ 
tified that those hours proved of inestimable value 
in both practical and spiritual education. Typical of 
his rather retiring nature, however, he seldom used 
his own experiences on the field as illustrations. eer eH 
Seldom did he exploit his own work. (Doctor of Divinity) 
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Sitting around the dinner table at night, Will would relate incidents that had 
reached him through his mail. As he told of these missionary accounts, one could 
see that his own soul was stirred and that he longed to be back on the firing line 


again. How carefully he prepared his class notes for his missions classes! 


(The family in 1928) 


Graduation day of June, 1928, was an important one. Bob graduated from Med- 
ical School and Kathleen from Wheaton Academy. Dr. Hockman was the commencement 
speaker at the Wheaton College exercises. 


When the family first arrived in Wheaton, they attended the College Church of 
Christ which met in the College chapel. In time, however, the pastor felt the 
seed for withdrawal from the Congregational denomination which had become increas- 
ingly liberal with the years, and under which the College had been founded. 

Mr. Hockman and many of the Moody Bible Institute faculty who lived in Wheat- 
om supported the view of separation, but the majority of the congregation voted 
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to remain in the modernistic connection. So the pastor resigned, and the minority 
group decided to withdraw from the church. 

The College Church built a large and impressive building right next to the 
campus, but the small handful of fundamentalists were without property or funds, 
neither were they able to support a pastor. It was Dr. Hockman who then found © 
himself thrust into leadership. His ability in leading and directing the group, 
as well as his deep spirituality, were recognized early, and he became the first 
Chairman of the Board of Elders of the newly-named "Wheaton Bible Church." 

He remained for 
the rest of his 
life as a pron- 
inent leader in 
the church, and 
assisted in var- 
ious ways with 
the responsibil- 
ities and prob- 
lems of its sure 
growth. 

In this po- 
sition he came 
to catch consid- 
erable undeserv- 
ed criticism 
and personal 
castigation by a 
number of ill- 
informed persons 
who had the in- 
pression that he 

(The Wheaton Bible Church) © had instigated 
the controversy. 

Those were dark days of misunderstanding and slander that descended upon his 
head during the birth of the new church. He seldom mentioned the problems at home 
when the children were present, but the wounds were deep. Only his strong convic- 
tions and assurance of the right stand they were taking according to God's Word 
gave him the strength to bear the hurt and darlmess of those days. 

But the church grew under the blessing of the Lord, and became 4 living testi- 
mony of the grace of God for many years. A grateful pastor testified that his 
stay in Wheaton was highlighted by the devotion, wisdom, and level-headedness of 
Dr. Hockman. 


Mrs. Hockman was asked to teach a Sunday School class after the building was 
completed. Her spontaneity and freshness so lighted her messages that new friends 
were made each week, and the class became the largest in the church. 

Some have described her as "so loving, so sincere. Her happy spirit was mag- 
netic!" 


After graduation from Medical School, Bob entered his internship at the West 
Suburban Hospital in Oak Park. He was then engaged to Winifred Thompson of Ohio. 
She shared his vision to become missionaries to Ethiopia, and the couple was much 
in prayer for a speedy opening to the field as soon as his internship was complet- 


. 
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It might be stated here 
that when Bob finally took 
his state examinations to 
qualify as a doctor, he pas- 
sed with the highest grades 
and honors of all Illinois 
history. 

However, study did not 
come easily for him; he had 
to work hard and long for 
all he learned, 

But one thing he deter- 
mined and stuck to all his 
school days: that was never 
to study his school books 
on Sundays. On that day he 
honored the Lord by attend- ; 
ing ‘emieh with Spd Santon (Even Charlie was at home!) 
the family. His strong convictions on this was an eucouragement to others. 


Daily, in her study with 
the open Bible before her, 
Kitty Hockman studied and 
prayed. Her children saw 
her kneeling there in pray- 
er for them; for when she 
thought she was alone in 
the house she would pray 
out loud, and they could 
hear her words. 

God heard many of those 
prayers -- especially for 
her daughter who was still 
_ wayward and worldly. 


By the time they all 
came to live in Wheaton, 
the school friends gave 
Kathleen the name of "Kay," 
so Kay she was the rest of 
her life -- except to her 
immediate family. Only Don 
ever called her Kay, and he 
began to do that in later 
life. - 

No mother-heart could 
have been happier when a 
fine consecrated young man 
came to call regularly upon 
her daughter, and she could 
see a change in the young 
life as the friendship deep- 
ened with Paul Friederichsen. 


Kitty knew that the couple were planning to get engaged, but typical to her 
British culture, she told them, "You will have to talk to Daddy first in the prop- 
er way," 

Paul took her seriously and literally, and went to talk to Dr. Hockman. He 
chose a poor time, for his future father-in-law was taking a nap in the study! 

But Will aroused himself, and Paul stated his business. Then he said to Paul, 
"You know, Kathleen has changed her mind a great many times before." 

"Well, maybe," said Paul, "but I'm willing to taxe the chance!" 

Paul Friederichsen was preparing to be a preacher and was a serious and sin- 
cere man of God. On the other hand, Kay had long before determined that she would 
never become @ missionary -- she knew too well what that sort of life entailed, 

She had known the deprivation, the dangers, the discomforts, the long years of sep- 
aration from home. She never wanted all that again! But she thought that to be 

&@ preacher's wife -—- well, that might not be so bad! She had a long way to go in 
spiritual things! 
Paul certainly was 
good medicine for 
her! 


Seventy-five 
guests filled the 
Hockman house for 
the wedding. The 
musicians were 
Wendell Loveless 
and George Schuler, 
Moody radio artists 
and composers of 
many well-known 
hymns. 

‘The parlor at 
415 E. Madison was 
resplendent with 
yellow flowers. (May 2nd. 1932) 

The bride's mother 

made the eggshell crepe-and-lace wedding gown with a long train; and the bouquet 
was yellow roses, 

But Dr. Hockman refused to practice for the wedding. "Nonsense!" he said, "I 
know how to walk across my own parlor!" 

But when the time came, he did not try to keep step with the wedding march, 
but grabbed his daughter as if she were a naughty child and stalked her down the 
room! 

Kay was to come down the stairs at the beginning of the music. Charlie was 
. assigned to precede her by backing down the stairs and unrolling a white runner 
which Kitty had made especially for the stairs. But instead of doing it the way 
he was instructed, he stood at the top of the stairs and gave the roll a push all 
the way down -- then he stomped down each step to make the cloth fit the shape! 
There was a murmur of laughter! 

Goof-up number three was when the minister, a friend from the Moody faculty, 
asked the groom solemnly, "Wilt thou have this MAN to be thy lawful wedded wife?" 
The minister's wife gasped, but he never realized his mistake! Paul said, "I do!" 
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The newly-weds borrowed five dollars from Bob to pay the minister. When the 
gentleman refused the payment, they used the money to pay their way to northern 
Michigan to their first parish in home missions work. Imagine going all the way 
to Michigun on five dollars -- and living on five dollars s week salary! 


At this time Charles was planning to join the army. - Don was in school and 
very interested in a group that specialized in body-building and gymnastics. They 
did some incredible feats in their exhibitions. 


(Bob and Winnie, June 1932) 


In June 1932, Bob married his college sweet- 
heart, Winifred Thompson, in Ohio. 

After the ceremony, when the reception 
line was slow getting started, he made one 
on his typical announcements, "Come on, 
folks, this isn't a funeral!" Everybody 
laughed and the ice was btoken, and people 
pressed forward to congratulate them. 

They moved in at 415 E. Madison Ave. to 
live with the Hockmans while he was complet- 
ing his internship at West Suburban Hospital 
and preparing for their future plans to go 
to Ethiopia. Winnie soon became 4 real mem- 
ber of the family, and was much beloved. 

She had a special way of admiring her 
husband: she would say to his mother, “What 
do you think of my husband?" Of course, 
she knew what the answer would be! 


In deep contrast to the ridiculous 
writing about his mother's visit to town, 
comes the Mother's Day letter from Bob writ~ 
ten from the hospital; 

"To MOTHER: 

"As a fellow sits back in an easy chair 
towards the end of the day and lets his 
thoughts wander, they invariably turn to- 
wards home, the place where folxs welcome 
him, and part of which he can call his own. 

“Upon further thought and analysis, 
he finds that the chief attraction is not 
found on any one floor, neither is it loca- 


ted in some inanimate object; but the main attraction is a personality embodied 
and wrapped up in what he calls MOTHER. 

"MOTHER to him is a blanket term, covering and including 4 multitude of mem- 
cries, of experiences, past, present and future. Mother is the one who, way back 
from years yet young, protected him, nurtured him, cherished him, and counseled 


him and loved hin. 


"Days have leaped into years, and years into decades, but the memories of days 
gone are still potent. Language is inadequate to express the devotion, the sac- 
rifice, the tears, the love expended upon him; and as his thoughts come up to 
date and remain for an instant in the present, he realizes that his mother still 
cherished, still cares, still cheers, and still loves. 


107. 


“Passing on into the years to come, he knows that although he will not be as 
needful for some things as formerly, he will yet yearn for those intangible enti- 
ties which are actually real, which his Mother, and she only possesses. She will 
‘see things in him,' still try to see him through, Years will never change his 


mother’ 


s love! 


"On this Mother's Day it is wholly impossible to express gratitude adequately, 


nor is 
Mother 


On 
ters. 
depend 


it expected. What he can do and really mean it, is to say, ‘God bless you, 
dear, and thank you!' Bob," 


the other hand, 4s a young minister's wife, Kay lived for her mother's let- 
Floundering amidst untried waves of a pastorate, the Friederichsens came to 
on those letters. Home seemed a mighty concrete reality in those hard days 


as they struggled against financial and spiritual odds as well as with people's 
personalities. 
Xay's tribute to her mother was written in 1939, when the friederichsens left 


to be missionaries to the Philippines. 


MOTHER 
M - stands for Missionary; the path of danger trod. 
She preached to men benighted, and led their souls to God. 


O - stands for Others. Never for self had she a thought. 
In loving care for others -- worked harder than she ought! 


T + stands for Truth and Training: her children learned to pray 
Beside her knee; the Bible to study and obey. 


H - stands for Home. Yes, always her presence shed a ray; 
‘Where's Mom?' the question echoed a hundred times a day. 


E « stands for Eats -- and plenty! The birthday cakes not few; 
The Christmas turkey roasting, and chestnut dressing too! 


R = stands for Reverence due her, and for her great Reward. 
By doing for her children, she did it for her Lord! 


Sunday was Kitty Hockman's letter-writing afternoon, Without fail she 


would be at her desk to “chat" with her children who were not at home. 


In the spring of 
1933, Kay came home 
to Wheaton for the 
birth of their first 
child. As home mis- 
sionaries, they were 
living on a "shoe- 
string" and could 
not afford a doctor 
and nurse, so Bob 
was the doctor and 
Kitty was the nurse, 

The first grand- 
child‘was named 


Douglas William. His father took this Picture of the Hockmans together, 1923. 
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(The last picture before Bob 


2 | an 


and Winnie sailed) 


Douglas carried the 
name of "Willian" 
after his grandfath- 
er as well as Bob's 
middle name, 

But Kitty refused 
to be called "grand- 
ma." She insisted 
she was not old e-= 
nough to be a "gran- 
ny," so wanted to be 
"Gran." Gran she 
was thereafter! 

This picture of 
the family with baby 
Dsuggy includes his 
father, and was take 
en while on a vaca= 
tion just’ before Bob 
left for Ethiopia, 


Finally came the day for Bob and Winnie to leave for the mission field. 
Cnly the white and strained faces of his parents betrayed their feelings as 
the last minute packing was completed. 


At the station in Wheaton, the train pulled out 


while the rest of the family stood and watched until 


it was out of sight -- gone! 


Bob was never to re- 


turn again. Winnie would return as a widow with a 


small baby. 


How good the Lord is to keep the future in His 


on "“lock=box" of love so that we do not see it all 


st once! The house seemed strangely empty after 


they were gone. 


Among Kitty's papers after her Homegoing was the 


following: 


TESTIMONY OF A MISSIONARY MOTHER 
"The hardest thing in a missionary's life is to part 


with her children. 


But if they are small or grown, 


we have to remember that we have no right to keep 


them for ourselves. 


God gave them to us that we 


wight give them back to Him as a thank offering. 


"You were His before you were mine, dear Boy; 


And only lent to me 


Por the joy of giving you back someday, 


That richer you might be! 


"Oh, this gift of mine is my best, dear Lord, 


Laid gladly at Thy feet. 


To scatter Thy love in a heathen land; 


This boy of mine make meet. 


Katie E, Hockman." 


109, 


(Bob and Winnie leave for 
Ethiopia. 1933) 


CHAPTER XIII. 


"Who walketh in darkness, and hath no light? Let him trust in the name of 
the LCRD, stay upon his God" (Isaiah 50:10). 


Will Hockman's first love was ee 
the Lord, his family, and his of- 
fice — in that order. 

The letters that poured in were 
his emotional and mental "bread and 
butter." Wile his health improved 
in many ways, he still suffered from 
a bad heart, constant pain and 
shortness of breath, sleeplessness 
and indigestion. This eventually de-— 
veloped into severe heart attacks 
which seized him during his school 
hours as well as at home. 

On the other hand, Kitty's good 
health returned. Both of them kept 
active and their hair was not grey. 

As a therapy for his ill health 
and a recreation from his heavy ; k 
school schedule, Will was advised to r » 
take up motoring. Up to this time ioe 
he had depended on the train to take 
him to Chicago to work, but he had 
walked to and from the station. 

He taught himself to drive by 
using an empty field, and spent his 
happiest hours behind the steering j , : x 
wheel, But his wife did not share : (Wi21 Bockman in his office) 
his enthusiasm; she still carried over a dislike of travel from China days and 
wanted to "stay put!" Skimming along highways and through traffic with Will at 
the wheel was hardly her idea of relaxation! 


When her brother left for the mission field, Kay down deep in her mind wonder- 
ed just why he wanted to be a missionary. She was glad that she did not have to go 
to some foreign land. She still was not willing for ANYTHING that the Lord might 
call her to do. She would rather tell Him what she wanted to do! 

True, in their home mission work they were experiencing many of the depriva- 
tions and trials that come on the foreign fields, but it was still the good old 
U.S.A! That was as far as she wanted to go. She disliked travel as much as her 
mother did. 

But she had not realized the truth of God's words: "0 that there were such an 
heart: in them, that they would fear me, and keep all my commandments always, that 
it might be well:with them, and with their children forever!" (Deut.5:29). 
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From Ethiopia news of blessing and progress, of full-lived service and bought- 
up opportunities, brought joy to the parents at home. How they were praying! 
, Simple living in a house such 


Sti: Pay as this one in the picture 
as Ae was in contrast to the hos- 


pital in Addis Abeba where 
renovation and new efficiency 
brought results. 

Innumerable medical cases 
and remarkable surgery soon 
made the new missionary both 
popular and trusted. His 
sxill in treating bodies was 
& means of reaching souls for 
the Lord as the hospital evan- 
gelist dealt with each patient 
who came in. It was a worth= 
while and satisfying work. 


(A typical Ethiopian home) 


But war clouds were gathering over the little country. Italian air forces 
pounced ‘upon defenceless mud villiages like greedy vultures, preparing to invade 
and take over the country. The land was utterly unprepared for war, so the attack 
of 1935 was unexpected. 


But Bob saw the need for an immediate Red Cross Unit 
and volunteered his services to organize such to go to 
the far southern border where the Italians were planning 
to infiltrate. At first his offer was refused, "We have 
never had a Red Cross service, so why should medical aid 
be needed now?" was the reasoning, 

But eventually the Emperor changed his mind as he 
saw the devastation being wrought, and he agreed that a 
first aid unit might be an improvement. 

Bob set about to collect needed supplies and help- 
ers. He took with him four of his own trained person- 
elle from the hospital plus many others from Egypt. 
Winnie was left in the city, for she was expecting a 
baby. How they had longed for a child! 


Suddenly the invasion by the Italians became front 
page news. Coupled with the dispatches from the corres- 
pondents was the name of Dr. Bob Hockman. (Dr. Bob) 


(See the book: DR BOB HOCKMAN - SURGZON OF THE CROSS, written by his sister. 
He was representing the cross of Christ as well as the Red Cross. ) 


As the bombings and fighting grew more heavy, the Ethiopian and Egyptian help- 
ers fled under cover of night, until Bob was left as the only doctor with just a 
few aids. Those Italian planes pattern-bombed the mud huts and wiped out whole 
villages in one night. 

Eventually Bob even had to drive the truck to pick up the wounded as well as 
operate on them, treat them, and oversee their nursing. The heat of the desert 
and the short-handed help were exhausting. The newspapers told the story to the 
world, The Italians had nothing to gain; it was all so un-called for. 


111. 


This picture was taken while Bob was a counselor at a ranch for boys before he 
went to Sthiopia. He loved outdoor life and. revelled in the experience. 


(Bob at a Dude Ranch in America) 


Kitty's letters to her 
boy reflected her love 
and concern for his wel- 
fare: 

"Home, Oct.13, 1935. 
My own dear Bob: 
We are wondering where 
you are, dear, How we 
scan the papers...Never 
was I so thankful for 
the papers as now! But 
for them we should not 
know where you are, The 
last edition said you 
were returning for more 
supplies and would hur- 
ry back on the next day. 

"I think I ow the 

lonliness of it all, the 
heat and danger, and I 
feel I would like to be 
by your side to help... 
It is appalling that you 
are the only doctor; but 
as you say,'the greater 
the need, the greater 
the grace." 


Winnie had to leave 
their home in Addis Abe~ 
ba and go to Egypt in 
preparation for the 
birth of her baby. 

Bob’s mother wrote 
to encourage him: 
“News from Winnie is 
good, so cheer up; per- 
haps you will soon be to- 
gether again, with a cry- 
ing baby to keep you a- 
wake!...Winnie writes 
cheerfully...How I wish 
I could be with her and 
help her!...I am so glad 


you are going to have this joy of a child, Bob: I could not think of you without 
children in your home...I wonder if the Emperor of Ethiopia appreciates all you 
are doing for his people. But the King of Kings in glory knows all, and I am glad 


that He will not forget..." 
No, the Lord does not forget! 
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(The operating tent) 


His mother writes: 

"Oct.28, 1935. If we 
ever'had a thrill we had it 
this week when you broadcast 
your message to the world... 
four voice was strong and 
clear...Your love sent to us 
just MELTED our hearts. 
Tears of joy were very pres-~ 
ent in the home! 

"Even the postman rings 
twice when he has a letter 
from you...My precious boy! 
When I think of you amidst 
such danger and heat, I won- 
der how you endure it. God 
gives grace for what de 
wants you to do..." 


A telegram arrived say- 
ing that Winnie had had her 
baby on Oct, 30th, the day 
after Bob's own birthday! 
She was named “Ruth," 


Bob was so excited over 
the news and so delighted, 
yet he never saw that babe. 
He was due to take leave 
the next week, and planned 
to go to Egypt to see Win- 
nie and Ruth. But the week 
before -- he was ushered 
into the presence of the 
Lord he had served. 


The red cross on the 
tents could be seen 
1500 feet in the air. 
“his is Bob's operat= 
=ng tent. He often 
had to go without any 
sleep and just rest in 
in the deck chair. It 
Was blazing hot under 
the canvas in the sun, 
At night it grew very 
cold, Limited help and 
limited supplies! 


ae 


(Robert William Hockman. 1906 - 1935) 
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The telephone in Wheaton rang long and loudly in the middle of the night of 
December ‘13th.1935, when the family was asleep. Will, a very light sleeper, went 
downstairs to answer it. 

Across the wire the crisp and businesslike voice from the newspaper office 
announced: "We have just received a radio message that Dr. Bob Hockman of the 
Ethiopian Red Cross was suddenly killed by an Italian bomb!" That was all. 

Will was silent, too shocked to speak. 

"Did you catch what I said?" the voice was insistent. 

"Yes, thank you for calling." Quietly he hung up the receiver. Typical stoi- 
cism and courtesy did not fail him. He climbed the stairs again, dazed, the sole 
possessor of the tragic news -- he hesitated waking his wife, but he mew that 
she would want to be told. Together they knelt during the long hours of the rest 
of the night, praying especially for Winnie and for grace and strength to find 
treasures in this darimess, 

Winnie did not hear the sad news until the next day. She testifies that their 
prayers for her were indeed answered when the word reached her and she felt in a 
special way the presence of the Lord. God DOES answer prayer! ; 

She cabled back to them in Wheaton: "And the peace of God, which passeth all 
understanding, shall keep your hearts and minds through Christ Jesus" (Phil.4:7). 


Winnie and little baby Ruth 
returned in due time to make 
their home in Wheaton. It 
was a heart-breaking home- 
coming indeed, but above it 
all Winnie has risen a shin- 
ing example of a Spirit- 
filled life. A comfort to 
the grieving parents, she 
and Bob's baby became one 
with the family. 
A portion of Will's and 
Kitty's hearts was laid to 
rest in Ethiopian soil with 
the tears of black men, the 
acclaim of fellow-workers, 
the regrets of the Emperor. 
The body of the "White 
Doctor," as he was called, 
: sleeps today in foreign 

(Winnie and Ruth) soil, but he lives in the 

presence of the Lord. “And his servants shall serve him, and they shall see his 
face" (Rev.22:4). We sorrow not as others which have no hope (1 Thess.4:13). 

Dark days indeed for those left behind! So dark that none but the Light of 
the World could shine through. Living treasures of this darkmess have remained. 
Many young lives have been challenged; some have dedicated their future to mis- 
sionary service. Some have gone to Africa to give out the gospel. 

Among those stirred were Kay and her husband: they volunteered to become mis- 
sionaries to the Philippines. Don was also challenged, and he entered medical 
school and is now a physician. Bob's testimony did not die with his body. In 
fact, he did not die at all, he just went Home to Glory! Congratulations, Bob! 


' 
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The next Sunday at letter-writing time, the realization of the loss of her 
boy came afresh upon Kitty. She wrote in her notebook: 

"Sunday Dec.16. 1935. Sitting at my desk where I used to write to ay precious 
boy each Sunday,..I REALIZED! 

"No letter to write! For does he now not know my very thought? And can he 
not feel the loving words I'd say...FOR HE IS NEAR TO GOD! 

"Saviour, keep me near to Thyself where Bob is, As my heart aches, steady me. 
As this frame is shaken by sobs, speak to me so that I may look up once more and 
say with eyes washed clear by tears...MY: FATHER LOVES! 


Treasures of darimess? As the thickest of the dark clouds drifted away by the 
passage of time, 4 greater hope of Heaven, a deep- 
er love for souls shone forth as the pure gold of 
the lining. The broken heart, bound up by the God 
of all comfort, now yearned that others might now 
the comfort of God. 


Kitty's Bible class could sense the depth of 
her new faith and the power of her purified tes- 
timony. 

It was soon afterwards that her message on the 
TREASURES OF DARKNESS was given at the Wheaton 
Bible Church as she told of her experience with 
the Lord. 

"The word tells us,'Thou hast visited me in 
the night’ (Psa.17:3); a visit exceptional in 
strength-giving comfort, 

"tIn the night his song shall be with me’ 
(Psa.42:8). Not only does the Lord visit His child 
He also imparts to us a song! ‘At midnight I will 
rise and give thanks' (Psa.119:62). Because of the 
visit, the song; because of the song, the thanks! 
All this is treasure of the darimess, deep dark 
midnight! 

"Had there been no prison at midnight there would (Treasures of comfort! ) 

have been no song in the Philippian jail. Had 

there been no blindness there would have been no beautiful hymns by Fanny Crosby. 
Do we say 'Lord,spare me darlkmess!* Then we should have the withholding of His 
treasure, the riches of His grace. 

"tHe discovereth deep things out of the darkness, and bringeth out to light 
the shadow of death' (Job 12:22)." 


The precious letters written by Bob on the front lines were creased with much 
reading and stained with tears as year after year they were read and re-read. They 
did not become old to his mother. It was as if he were speaking to her all over 
again each time she read them. About those letters Kitty wrote some years later: 


"Oh, they're hidden away in my treasures -- some letter from long, long 4go; 
They're filled with the sacred emotions that my boy wished his mother to «now. 


"“tAren't they old?' you may well ask the question; for years they have lain in the 
drawer. 
But No! they have grown the more precious as I read them again o'er and o'er!" 
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Baby Ruth's presence in the home was a joy and delight to the Hockman family. 
Kay's son, Douggy, was growing older. In this picture they are all together to 
celebrate Don's graduation from 
college in 1936. He had taken an 
extra year of pre-medical subjects 
in preparation for medical school. 


For some years a severe handi- 
cap had restricted Kitty's pleas- 
ure when her hearing had been im- 
paired. She had missed so much of 
the general conversations, and had 
often chimed in with some complet 
ly unrelated remarks because she 
had not heard aright. It was oft- 
en an embarrassment to her. 

However, when the insurance 
money came to Winnie from Bob's 
death, she purchased a hearing aid 
for his mother. This was a gift h 
had always wanted to give her, but 

(The Doctor of Divinity took part in his never had the money. After she h 
son's graduation from college) had it for a while, she remarked, 
"I never knew how much I missed 
til I got this instrument. So much of the strain to hear is gone now!" 


Mrs. Hockman was proud of her two "daughters." 
Here they are dressed in their wedding gowns sev- 
eral years later. Yes. Kitty could smile again. 


But the house was still alive with remembrance 
of Bob's personality and gifts to the home. His 
mother mentions a couple of his contributions in 
this rhyme: 

"You say the house is empty 
Because he's gone away? 
But I can see him clearly 
In pictures here to stay. 


I see him by the fireside 
In glow of rosy fire; 

His woodbox does its duty 
And holds all we desire. 


When I come down each morning 
And tread the cheery stair, 
By looking at the carpet 

I know that he's been there! 


Oh no! it's not all empty -- 

'Tis filled with mem'ry sweet. 

We'll keep the home fires burning -- (Kitty and her "daughters") 
Some day our Bob we'll meet!" : 

She is with him now! 
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CHARLES FREDERICK HOCKMAN 
1908 = 1953 
me 


(Master sargeant for the air forces) 
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Charlie was a good- 
looking fellow, but 
did not care for 
school. The pic- 
ture with Kay was 
taxen in 1926 when 
they were in a sil- 
ly mood, He much 
preferred to travel 
than settle down, 
and began to wander 
soon after college 
(Foolishness! ) days. 


In his travels he stopped to earn some money 
and then moved on again, usually by box car, from 
one end of the country to the other. On one oc- 
casion he went to sleep while lying on top of a 
freight car. As the train jolted, he awoke to 
find himself lying right at the brink of the edge 
~~ one more jolt would have sent him over and to 
his death, His mother warned him, "Charlie, you 
should get a steady job and settle down. You'll 
kill yourself someday in your ramblings!" — 


On the right top 
he is twenty years 
old, and a very 
natty dresser. 


Left, bottom pic- 
ture is taken a 
few years later. 


He eventually 
joined the air- 
force as supply 
erew, 80 could 
travel at the 
s0vernment's ex- 
pense with three 
square meals a 
day! 

In time he 
traveled to Scot~ 
land, to Corsica, 

- and eventually to 
England as a mas- 
ter sergeant. It 
was in England 
that he died frox 
@ heart attack. 


(The traveler) 
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Pog 


(The dude! ) 


Donald was a typical teenager, baggy pants and 
all! In Wheaton Academy he was the catcher on the 
baseball tean. 

There was the time when he was being measured up 
for a new suit. The tailor was instructed to make the 
trousers straight and narrow. But the youth style of 
the day was flare bottoms. 

Unbeknown to his parents, he went to the tailor af~ 
terwards and reordered his own choice! ‘When the suit 
was delivered, no one seemed to know the difference! 
He got away with it that time! 


In college, Don joined a gymnast team which spec- 
ialized in body-building. They gave exhibitions of 
precision drills and physical dexterity, and spectacu- 
lar human pyramids, 


Also, in college 
Don originated a gun club 
on campus. It was inter- 
esting how all the Hock- 
man boys became involved 
with weapons when they grew up. Perhaps those years 
in China's wars had something to do with it. There 
is a whole cupboard of trophies in Don's house for 
his sharpshooting. Later on, in mature years he 
kept up in his pistol shooting; and even was called 
upon to coach the Wheaton police department in tar- 


get "practicg. After Bob's death, 
Don changed his col- 
lege major to a new 
course in "Pre- 
medics" in prepar- 
ation for entering 
medical school. 
This meant an 
extra year before 
he graduated from 
college in 1936. 


Enrolling at (The Rifleman! ) 
Northwestern U. 
Medical School, he was in the same classrooms as 
Bob had occupied, and at graduation he went to 
intern at the same West Suburban Hospital in Oak 
Park, All this time he was living at home and had 
a room of his own on the third floor. 


When World War II broke out, Don joined the 
army as a lieutenant in the Medical Corps, and 
served a year on the West Coast before going over- 
seas, When he did sail, it was to the Burma bor- 
(The Graduate) der of China -— back to the land of his birth! 


(Don. the teenager) 
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(Oct.30. 1942) 

After his stint in the army, Don 
was in the Reserves for some years. 
He set up his medical practice in the 
Wheaton area first, and then opened 
an Industral Clinic, Westgate Medi- 
cal Center;' in Northlake, Illinois, 
for private practice until today. 


ee 


having 
é& fath- 


<7 , 
(Don and Ruth) er. 


While he was on the West Coast, he was mar- 
ried to his school sweetheart, Lorrayne Ben- 
son, in a military ceremony in Oregon. She 
is a talented artist and singer. So when 
Don returned to America later 2nd was work- 
ing in the Medical Separation Center in Ft. 
Sheridan, Illinois, they were united again 
and made their home in Wheaton. 


(Major Don Hockman) 
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CHAPTER XIV. 


"How doth God know? can he judge through the dark cloud? Thick clouds 


are a covering to him" (Job 22:13-14). 


Kitty Hockman paid a visit to the Friederichsens who were in a pastorate in 
Grand Rapids, Michigan. She had gone up to be on hand to help with the household 


and care for Kay when her second child was 
born, 

They were sitting on the couch chatting 
when Kitty told them of the word that had 
come to Will's office of the need for mis-~ 
sionaries in the Philippines where teach- 
ing in @ Bible school in English was call- 
ing for volunteers, 

When Bob's life had been sacrificed 
in Ethiopia, God had spoken to the young 
couple, and Kay had been challenged as to 
being willing to go and do whatever the. 
Lord directs, so this presentation by 
their mother seemed to be His call to then, 
and she rejoiced to see their interest. 


They applied to the Association of 
Baptists for World Evangelism, were accept 
ed, and in time prepared to sail. 


The new baby was born on October 15th, 
1936. He was named Robert Paul after his 
uncle and father. 

How he loved that 
jump chair! 

How Gran loved 

her three grand- 
children! Nothing 
could please her 
more than having 
them all come home 
to Wheaton. 

The house at 
415 E. Madison 
seemed mighty at- 
tractive the weeks 
before they sail- 
ed that spring. 

Leavetaking is 
never easy, and it 
(Bobby ) was not then. 
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(Gran and her babies) 


As they left the home which had seen so much living through the years, Kay mem- 
orized every detail as she looked around for the last time. Will and Kitty drove 
along with them for 
a ways before saying 
the final goodbyes, 

As she kissed 
her daughter, Kitty 
looked long and in- 
tensely into her 
face, as if to see 
every expression and 
feature, and her 
tears filled her 
eyes. She could not 
speak, 


Then they were 
gone -— never to meet 
again on earth. The years came and went as the Fried- 
erichsens labored in the heat of the tropics in the 
Bible School as well as in tent evangelism. 


From her desk in Wheaton, letters were sent each 
week just as Kitty had done to Ethiopia in the past. . k 
Always on time and always filled with love and family (Missionary parents ) 
news, and interest in what her children were doing on 
the mission field. She missed her loved ones, but never wished them away from the 
work God had called them to do, To her daughter, the sun rose and set in her mo- 

ther, and she read 
with eagerness the 
fireside chats that 
came through the 
mails, 


This picture of 
the tent shows the 
crowds that gathered, 
but it does not show 
the terrible heat un- 
der the canvas. They 
well understood then 
what Bob had exper- 
ienced in the heat of 
his tents while try- 
ing to operate on the 
dying in Ethiopia. 


The Lord gave a 
tremendous harvest of 
souls in the three 
terms that Paul and 
Kay served on the 
(The gospel tent) Philippine field. 
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Gradually Will Hockman's health took a turn for the worse, to the point of in- 
firmity in a serious measure. He was given a leave of absence from the Institute 
end went to a skilled physician in Philadelphia, 

Those were dark days for the active Will. Weak and lonely away from home, he 
feared that his ministry was perhaps ended. But the Lord gave great wisdom to the 
doctor, for in three months unbelievable transformation took place, so that Will 
was ready for work again, With cheer in his heart and a spring in his step he was 
to see the best years of service he had ever yet experienced. 


Meanwhile, war clouds had gath- 

ered over Europe. In England, be- 
loved relatives were in constant 
danger. Their letters told of air 
raids and bombardments from Germany. 
This offered a new subject for in- 
tense prayer. 


Kitty wrote to them: 
"Instruments of death above you 
Bringing fear and pain and woe; 
But above you God still reigneth, 
This, we as His own--can know! 


"Skies are dark with death above 
you, 
Danger lurks ‘most everywhere; 
But below the death -- beside you 
God will keep your heart from fear," 


(Winnie was a real "daughter") 


But even then, no one expected the deadly 
attack by the Japanese upon Pearl Harbor, 

Bombs were falling in the Philippines be- 
fore the world realized the Pacific war had be- 
gun. 

The last telegram from the Friederichsens 
reached Wheaton, saying that they were hiding 
out in the mountains, but without funds. After 
that there was silence ~- silence more apprehen- 
sive than bad news. Many were praying for them 
in the church as well as at the Moody Institute 
and the mission headquarters. 


(The three years that followed with two lit- 
tle boys to feed and care for in a war-torn 
land are recorded in the book LIKE THEM THAT 
DREAM by Paul and Kay, with all the pictures. ) 


Suffice it now to say that the starvation 
and intimidation, the battle of Manila, the 
shellings and deprivation were far beyond any 
: imagination that Kay might have had about not 
(Kay in the war camp) wanting to be a missionary! 
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Kay expressed her thoughts about the Lord thus: 


"IT am leading my children through war-torn land; 
I am guiding them day by day; 

And I ask them now as I hold their hand, 
To come by a rugged way. 

It is not a way they themselves might choose, 
For its beauty they cannot see; 

But then, Oh! how much their soul would lose 
If they trod not the path with ME!" 


With all their children away, and with the 
improved health for Will, there was a new ten- 


(Starving internee, Paul) 


derness and comradship that mellowed into renewed love and thoughtfulness between 
Kitty and Will that was beautiful to behold, like a second honeymoon. Their con- 
cern for their sons in battle and their daughter in the Pacific war, drew them to- 
gether and knit their hearts in a new way. This was indeed one of the treasures 


of darkness! 


Truly, the Hockmans saw their share of war and darkmess! Hope soared when 


(A letter from Don in China) 


news of a repatriate ship 
from the Philippines reached 
Wheaton, but the Friederich- 
sens were not on the lists, 

Some missionary repatri- 
ates did visit the Hockmans 
and told them that their fam- 
ily was in the camp in Man- 
ila -- this was a great en- 
couragement to the parents, 
for they at least knew where 
the family was. 

Once again they had to 
depend upon the newspapers 
to know about their sons: 
one in China, and the other 
in the European theatre, 


All those months in the 
war days Kay dreamed of the 
time she would see her moth- 
er again, and sit on the 
couch in Wheaton and tell 
her all about everything. 


' Winnie and Ruth helped to fill the void at 415 B. Madison Ave, and were a great 
comfort to the aging Hockmans, “innie was working at the College, and Will and Kit- 
ty were still teaching at Moody Institute. In his spare time he was cultivating a 
vegetable garden, and they were canning foods for the day “when Kay and her family 
come home." Rumors were rampant, but they all fizzled into nothing as month after 


month passed by. 


It was hard on the concerned ones, and a stress on the nerves. Gradually it 


was taking a toll, although they did not admit it. 
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In her note-book, the burdened mother wrote: 


"I wish I could send them a message that fills my heart today. 
I wish that they knew we are longing to hear from them some way. 


For day after day I keep wond'ring; and night after night I pray: 
‘Oh Lord! where, Oh where are my loved ones who are so far away?! 


THIS PEOPLE HONORETH IME WITH 
THEIR LIPS, BUT THEIR HEART IS 
FAR FROM MES mmx. 716. 


Unless with their Father's permission' -- His rest then covers all!" 

In, the Moody Bible Institute, Dr. Hockman was finding untold outlets for min- 
to the heathen is revealed 
in these exerpts from mes- Tp ROSIMBAIONS / 
ganizations and periodicals " RS 3 
during those months. \ fey SN SS 

\ to go, dear Lord: 

"Dedication is not sim- I'll be what you want _ 

a i ti f mind 
Pat Peoetae, Otis ot eee (Provided it suits me!) 

a public declaration of in 
purpose, Dedication is a 
God. 

"The prime question is 
vocation or sphere of ser- 
vice; nor is it the plan- 

But the supreme imperative 

is a wholly surrendered 

of some affection of time or talents, or the cherishing of a right sentiment, but 
the surrender and yielding of all that we are and have. 

anything that He may choose, just like loyal soldiers. The proof of our love for 
Him is the eagerness to go to the place where He needs us most. (God is looking 
for us?! 

"To have a personal share in the evangelizing of a condemned world means en- 
offer. To become a foreign missionary means entering upon a ministry that is most 
highly dignified, and yet most abasing; bringing the most supreme joys, and yet so 
endless round of headaches and problems. It means going out to a people of a new 
tongue, peculiar habits of life, almost incomprehensible modes of thought, and be- 

"This most sacred vocation, of sharing the gospel with others as one sinner 
saved by grace to another sinner who needs salvation, is so full of possibilities 


The Comforter speaks, 'I am with them; no hair from them shall fall 

istry. Something of the missionary spirit and driving passion to get the gospel 
sages given to different or- 

"A Yielded Life." SS a ere ay 

me to be... 

or the emotions; nor is it 
lifelong relationship with 
not the right choosing of a 
ning to do things for God. 
life; not just the giving 

"The testing of a surrendered life is our willingness to go anywhere or be 
for yielded lives. We can hear His voice saying, ‘Whom shall I send? Who will go 
tering into the greatest privilege and the greatest responsibility that life can 
filled with sorrow and tears; living a life of greatest satisfaction, and yet one 
ginning life all over again. 
for succes or failure that it calls for specific and definite training." 
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Will Hockman was especially in demand as a speaker and writer because of his 
special testings during the war days of Bob as well as Kathleen. 

Eis messages centered around the meaning of a missionary call: 

"John 10:4. 

"Stepping forth on God's promises and with His abiding presence does not mean 
that the missionary has 4 charmed life, free from trials and sufferings. On the 
contrary: 'Ye shall have tribulation,’ 'I send you forth as lambs among wolves.' 
But He has promised His presence, ‘in the deep water,' and ‘in the fire.' 

"Can God prepare a table in the wilderness? The answer is, 'Yes!' given by 
the experience of thousands of His children. 

"But you will never know anything of the riches of His presence unless you 
first follow Him where He would put you forth, perhaps in needful far away places. 

"'Go ye therefore.,.Lo, I am with you all the days’ (Matt.28:20)." 


Treasures of darkness? Yes! even in Will Hockman's own life as well as in his 
own children's lives and in those to whom they ministered. 
Again, from Kitty's 
pen comes her mes= 
sage: 3 


- @ YE THEREFORE... Sot ss celuan | 
~ LO,1 AM WITH VOU ALWAV... | “Sler'tne ocean 


to a land so far 
away; 
To those who are 
toiling bravely 
and trusting the 
Lord each day. 
I see them con- 
forting others 
who are torn with 
dread and fear; 
But in doing, 
their own soul is 
oN hts 2 ‘ AA (Re # f strengthened ~~ 
wer) Sate ie ar 8 SOE! EL - They know their 
LA hapeaen pa ‘ Saviour is near. 


svi th AMS Wp Reap, reap, for 
1S THEY WENT TO TELL... i the hacvoas ds 
BEHOLD, JESUS MET THEM... marr 24:9.10.20°f waiting; bring 


Christ to the sin- 


weary heart! 
God's children are 


The steps are: first cto know the Lord and His Word, where He would 
then to grow by absorbing the Word, have Shes cr Hoing 
then to glow by obeying His Word, & mission'ry‘s 


The above cartoon by Kay Friederichsen was first printed in the 
ABWE ''Message'' magazine. 


then to go with the Word to others, maxst 
then to sow the Word by teaching it -- By a missionary 
and woe! if we do not heed God's Word! Mother." 
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CHAPTER XV. 


"Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, thou art with me" 
(Psalm 23:4) 


The liberation of the Philippines was at hand. General MacArthur and his for- 
ces landed on the island of Leyte on October 15th, 1944. It was yet far from Man- 
ila, but the rejoicing and hope leaped in hearts all over the world, including 
those in the concentration camps, The Hockmans were walking on air. Kitty could 
scarce contain her joy as the tears and laughter mingled, and her whole being was 
pogsessed with a new lease on 
life, And yet, beneath the ex~ 
uberance lurked the dread of the 
unanswerable question <= What 
would be found when the army 
reached Manila? What had passed 
since the Japanese occupation 
three years before? What trials 
would yet be inflicted during 
the actual liberation? Who was 
still alive? 


Prayer soared in renewed 
earnestness. At her desk with 
her well-worn Bible before her, 
Kitty Hockman jotted down verses 
that the Lord gave her each day 
that week. Beside each she 
wrote the date. The slip of pa- 
per was left in her Bible as 
she knelt in prayer. 


At 415 E. Madison, prepara- 
tions began. Will Hockman start- 
ed to build a playroom in the 
basement for the children. 
"Against hope, they believed in 
hope!" — 

The last week of October 
passed. Excitement seemed to 
wear down their strength as the 
hideous question kept raising 
itself -—- Was all their work 
and planning going to be for 
nothing? There is something 
deadening about indicision. 


(Kitty Hockman, 1944) 
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November 1st was a Wednesday and the day for Mrs. Hockman to go to Chicago to 
teach her, classes at the Institute. Dr. Hockman was planning to stay home that 
morning and just go to town for his afternoon classes. 

At breakfast, Kitty remarked to Winnie, "I don't feel at all well this morning. 
I wish I didn't have to go into the city today." 

"Then don't go!" advised the practical Panne » "Why don't you have a doctor 
give you a check-up?" 

But Kitty had seldom needed a doctor, and she was loathe to call one for her- 
self at any time. 

"Oh, I must go to my classes," she said,. "I haven't made arrangements for a 
substitute. Perhaps I'll feel better later on. Just give me another cup of cof- 
fee." 

She left for Chicago looking as trim as ever, but the illness did not pass off 
even after the hour's ride on the train. It was a great effort to climb the steps 
to the classroom where the women were waiting for her Nursing class. ‘This had al- 
ways teen a special joy to teach nursing through the years, just as that class has 
been an untold blessing to missionaries and pastors! wives. 

Many of these have testified, "I learned all I know of obstetrics and hursing 
from Mrs, Hockman, and it has stood me in good stead through the past years." 

Others said, "Beloved teacher, friend and companion; her common sense and good 
humor won the hearts of all her pupils." 

Her prim English modesty and nicety made her subject both wholesome and help- 
ful. Often she would give side glimpses into her own missionary days, and tell 
how she tried to keep out prying eyes of the multitudes of curious people in China 
by pasting paper over the glassless windows (using cooked rice for paste!), only 
to see the paper torn by eager fingers so eyes could be placed against the holes 
to peep! Privacy was impossible! 

This harked back to her younger days as a begin- 
ning missionary, and her dread of the crowds and the 
constantly-watching people. Other missionaries (in- 
cluding her own daughter) experienced the same dread 
of a “fish bowl" life on the mission field, and then 
remembered Kitty's grit and humor that helped her to 
stand the irritations, and then they in turn were 
better able to endure. 


But this November day, the class had not been 
long in session before she was taken very ill. 

From one of the nurses at the Institute comes an 
account of what happened: 

"It was my privilege, when Mrs. Hockman became 
ill, to assist her from the classroom to the lounge. 
She was in great distress, complaining of a pain a- 
round her heart, and was very faint by the time we 
reached a cot for her to lie upon. 

"Some of the nurses from the class came in quick- 
ly, and we tried to make her as comfortable as pos- 
sible until the health service could come to her re- 
lief. 

"I was able to stay until the doctor came. Dur- ? 
ing the time I was there, Mrs. Hockman stretched (Her last picture) 
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out her hand to me and I held it. She also laid her head in my lap for a few min- 
utes while she was striving to get relief. I shall never forget the honor I felt 
at the privilege of being near her, for I loved her dearly. I did not think, of 
course, that she was so near to the end." 

Dr. Hockman was telephoned in Wheaton, and he caught the first train for the 
city. Only ten minutes before he arrived at the Institute, his beloved Kitty 
passed into the presence of her Lord, 


* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 


In the words of a nurse: "Heaven has gained the jewel we have lost, and my 
prayer is that I may be as faithful as Mrs. Hockman was until the glorious day 
when the Lord shall come for me too. I talked personally with her only a few 
times, but I loved her so much, as much as any person I have ever known. God was 
good to let me know her, and I praise Him often for the blessing she has been in 
my life." 


In Wheaton, Winnie Hockman came home from work at the College to hear the 
telephone ringing. It was Dr. Hockman's voice. He told her that their beloved 
one was gone. 4 


Was it possible that the glowing light was snuffed out, the stalwart spirit 
flown? 

Flown? Yes -- into the very presence of the Lord she loved and had served for 
some fifty-seven years. Snuffed out? Never! Made richer and brighter, yes! An- 
other lamp around the throne in glory, reflecting the Light of the World! 

She had now at last found the full treasure, the perfect reward, after the 
long years of trials and darlmess of sorrow. All the "treasures" along the way 
were but a shadow of the glory of the literal presence of God: "Who hath deliv- 
ered us from the power of darkness, and hath translated us into the kingdom of 
his dear Son" (Col.1:12). “And there shall be no night there; and they need no 
candle, neither light of the sun; for the Lord God giveth them light" (Rev.22:5). 


On Saturday, November 3rd, the Wheaton Bible Church became a bower of flow- 
ers and beauty in honor of her who sought no honor, but who had given herself in 
living and dying, for others. 

Above her quiet form, dressed in her best black lace dress and a string of 
pearls Will had given her, her beloved pastor and friend, Reverend J.C, Macaulay, 
conducted the fitting and beautiful service which was so loving and comforting in 
its beauty and verity. 

So many took part in that memorial service: the President of the Moody Bible 
Institute, the Dean of the Institute; and one of the soloists was a young mission- 
ary who had been stirred to surrender to the foreign field in Africa by the death 
of Bob Hockman,. 


Countless sympathetic friends, letters and cards poured into 415 E. Madison 
Avenue. One especially appropriate gesture was shown by the Moody Bible Institute 
faculty and employees, who sent a cash donation in memory of Mrs. Hockman to be 
kept for the use of the liberated internees, Paul and Kay, when they arrived home. 

Outside of Wheaton, in the peaceful well-kept cemetery, a pine casts its sha- 
dow over the quiet scene where the beloved remains were laid to rest until the 
rapture day. She is already with Margaret and Bob in glory! 

- "It's a lovely spot, isn't it, Winnie?" Will Hockman said, "I like the way 
that lacy pine stands constant sentinel," é 
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Dazed and heartbroken, Will Hockman leaned heavily on Winnie for companion- 
ship and morale in the next days. His faith was unshaken, however; he knew it 
would not be long before he would also join his loved ones in Glory. God had 
been good to call Kitty Home before she became frail and dependent in body or her 
mind. So often she used to say, "I hope I will never grow old enough to be help- 
less or insane!" 


The “valley of the shadow of death?" No indeed! Death is not a shadow for 
the believer -- it is instant Glory! The valley of the shadow is our life here 
on earth: "all the days of our life." While under the curse of sin, the whole 
world travails in pain until the glorious day of the redemption of our body at 
the rapture and resurrection. This applies to believers. We also are suffering 
in wealmess and pain and grow old, and eventually leave the body. But for the 
saved there is no real death. Death has lost its sting! It is victory, libera- 
tion day! 


"WHERE'S MOTHER?" 


"Where's Mother?" In the midst of work 
She stops to hear their tale 

Of woe or triumph, love's young dream -- 
Her patience does not fail. 


"Where's Mother?" Breathless in their haste 
The children slam the doors 

Until they find her; then they rest 
While Mother treats their sores. 


“Where's Mother?" Oh, the peace to know 
When overpressed with cares, 
She's in the parlor, or her desk, 


Or mending socks upstairs! 


"Where's Mother?" ‘Cross the ocean span 
The question echoes still. 

Her letters brought her answering voice, 
Heart's aching void to fill. 


“Where's Mother?" May the day ne'er come 
When we shall call in vain -- 

For even if she goes to Heaven 
We'll see her face again! 


(By Kay, when leaving for the 
Philippines, 1939) 


A particularly lovely word-picture was written for Don by a teacher at Col- 

lege: "MAJOR DON'S MOTHER 

: "Don's Mother has gone: a woman of distinguished appearance, of high intel- 
lectual acumen and discernment, of alert regal bearing, a scholar in the Word; 
a teacher and public speaker, interesting, illuminating; a true daughter of the 
King. Her relationship to Him was with her a matter of utmost importance, and 
next to this was her desire to make Him known to others. A great woman, a vic- 
torious and triumphant saint -- I am glad I kmew her." 
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Che Wheaton Bible Church 


Pastor, J. C. Macaulay 
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MRS. HOCKMAN 
CALLED HOME 


The sudden Home going of Mrs. Wil- 
liam H, Hockman on Wednesday of the 
past week is a deep loss to Wheaton Bible 
Church. She was 
called into the 
presence of the 
Lord at the 
Moody Bible In- 
stitute where she 
had been teach- 
ing her class in 
“Nursing on the 
mission _ fields.” 

Mrs. Hockman, 
age 72, a charter 
member of the 
Church, came 
with her  hus- # 
band, Dr. Hock- 
man, and their 
family to Wheaton in 1926, and Dr. 
Hockman entered upon the duties of Di- 
rector of the Missions course at the 
Moody Bible Institute. Through the years 
Mrs. Hockman has helped, through her 
classes there, many an incipient mission- 
ary in preparation for usefulness on the 
field. But her gracious presence in the 
Church and Sunday School, the Mission- 
ary society and student groups has been 
a blessing to us all and will be long re- 
membered, She has been the teacher of 
one of the adult women’s Sunday School 
classes since the formation of the 
Church, and her missionary zeal spread 
to the class so that they now help to 
support eight or nine missionaries. The 
class is known as Marturian, the witness- 


es. 

For 30 years she and her husband were 
missionaries under the China Inland Mis- 
sion. She was born in London and was 
educqted and trained for missionary 
work: there, going out to [China before 
the turn of the century so that as a 
young missionary she was called on to go 
through the rigors of the Boxer Uprising, 
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Tt was her privilege not only to work 
under J. Hudson Taylor, but at one time 
to nurse him through an illness; and the 
memory was one which she cherished. 

In China she met and married Dr. 
Hockman who had come out from this 
country, and all five of their children 
were born there. The eldest, Margaret, 
lived only until her fourth year and was 
laid to rest in China, The other four 
children began their education in China, 
coming to this country with their par- 
ents in 1925, when Dr. and Mrs. Hock- 
man retired from active work on the 
mission field. 

Their eldest son, Robert, trained as a 
doctor, went with his wife, Winifred, 
to Ethiopia in 1933, When the Italian 
troops invaded Ethiopia he volunteered 
his services with the Red Cross at the 
Ethiopian front and laid down his life 
there, never having seen his little daugh- 
ter who had been born in Egypt. Win-’ 
nie and Ruth came home to Wheaton 
and have made their home with Dr. and 
Mrs. Hockman during these years, 

Their two soldier sons are both on 
foreign soil; Charles is a First Sergeant 
in the Army Air Corps, and Donald has 
recently been promoted to major in the 
medical corps and is in China, 

Kathleen (Mrs. Paul Friederichsen ) 
went with her husband and two sons 
to the Philippines in 1939 under the 
Association of Baptists for World Evan- 
Selization, and now for three years no 
direct word has come from them because 
of their internment by the Japanese. 
Mrs. Hockman was trusting that they 
would be released in time to be home for 
Christmas, and was making every pre- 
paration to this end, Her heart was 
most concerned with the news of the in- 
vasion and what it might mean to her 
loved ones there. 

No mere words of ours can express 
our loss in her going, but we can rejoice 
with her in the abundant entrance which 
has been hers, and pray that we may “so 
run, that we may obtain,” 


CHAPTER XVI. 


".,.By his light I walked through darkness" (Job 29:3). 


Monday morning after his great loss, Dr. Hockman was back in his classes. 
From many students and friends have come reports of his ministry during the fol- 
lowing weeks. His own wounded heart was tender for others' sorrows as he knelt 
with them in their problems and trials, and prayed. One former student told how, 
newly bereft of his own dear wife, he gained courage and strength to carry on as 
he prayed with Dr, Hockman in his office. Riches of treasure were once again pres- 
sed from the thick darkmess by the power of the Holy Spirit Himself. 

The next reception for new students found Dr. Hockman in the faculty reception 
line as usual -- but alone. The place usually occupied by his vivacious wife was 
empty. 


(Dr. Hockman at his desk as usual) 


Dr. Wilbur Smith, eminent author and scholar, bears high tribute to Will Hock- 
man: "You have had treble your share of sorrow and cause for anxiety and pain. 
But through it all, you have borne yourself so nobly and with a spirit of Christ- 
likeness, I must say I just felt proud of you when I heard that you were back in 
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your classes on Monday, We all iove you. The fragrance of the queenly life of 
Mrs. Hockman will abide during all the years of those who knew her, even as the 
deep influence you yourself have had upon our students. I hear something new al- 
most every day. 

“After being here six years, I have seen NOTHING to happen in the Moody Bible 
Institute to reveal the love of ALL who serve here as did the sudden Homegoing of 
your beloved wife. I can truly say without exaggeration and without exception, 
that she was loved and honored more than any woman indentified with our school in 
any way during the last twenty years. She was a benediction to EVERYONE who knew 
her or in any way came under her influence." 


Early in December an announcement was 
made to America that letters for the prison- 
ers of war in the Philippines could be writ- 
ten and delivered by the invasion forces un- 
der MacArthur. 

How thankful Will Hockman was that he 
himself was to have the opportunity to write 
his daughter, and that it was not to be from 
strangers, or even friends,that she would 
hear about her mother. That letter was writ- 
ten and re-written many times before it suit~ 
ed him, so anxious was he to tell the sad 
news in just the kindest manner, It was an 
added weight on his heart that their freedom, 
if they were yet alive, should be marred by 
this deep loss. 


Of all the busy, happy, lively household 
of 415 E, Madison Ave. now only three remain- 
ed for Christmas 1944, 

Perhaps because he thought it would cheer i . 
the others and follow the pattern that Kitty (Still a missionary! ) 


had always set, Will asked Winnie to plan for an old fashioned day with all the 
trimmings just as his wife had loved so much. Company was invited for dinner, a 
tree was decorated in the parlor, and gifts exchanged. He even helped stuff the 
fowl. Everyone made an attempt at a brave smile —— but beneath were aching and 
sorrowing hearts, 


After New Year's Day, 1945, he decided to return to his office to catch up on 
his holiday mail, He was in comparative good spirits and his usual health, and 
! na wy “+ finished his business in town early and returned. 
Among his letters dictated that day was one to 
a former student and resident nurse at Moody who 
“fl was then on the mission field. 

. Dated on Jan.8,1945, he wrote: "I do thank you 
so much for your kind words of comfort and cheer. 
;| When our loved ones go the Glory-land, we cannot 
do otherwise than rejoice for their sakes. But it 
does leave a tremendous empty spot here below..." 

The letter was closed and mailed with a note 
from his secretary: "Dictated by Dr. Hockman, but 


4 


y 
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not signea by him." The footnote was significent indeed, for he never signed ane 
other letter. 

On the train going home, he chatted normally with a friend as they covered the 
twenty-five miles to Wheaton. 

Winnie returned from work in the afternoon and bustled cheerfully into the 
house. Taking off her wraps as she crossed the hall and parlor, she entered the 
study to see if her father-in-law was home yet, and exclaimed happily, "Well, you 
got home first!" -—- then stopped. A glance was enough to see that he had indeed 
gone Home first -- home to Glory. 

In the moments of shock that followed, Winnie called a friend, then stood by 


Will's body until help arrived. 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 


Once again the Hockman house was filled with sympathizing friends and flowers, 
but this time only Winnie and Ruth were there to care for the arrangements. 

Cables were sent to Major Donald in China, and Sargeant Charles then in France; 
both were given furloughs to return home. Neither, however, could reach Wheaton in 
time for the funeral, 

In the church, where only a few days before he had served Communion, and where 
he had served Communion a few days after the death of his wife, Will Hockman lay 
amidst the floral tokens of his friends. 

The pastor and friend that had loved and depended upon him for so many years, 
and who had only a few weeks before delivered the funeral message for Kitty, now 
presided again at another Hockman funeral. Pastor Macaulay's spirit and sincerity 
in his message was the expression of the true appreciation he felt for Dr. Hockman 
who had for so long been the Chairman of the board and co-founder of the church. 

From the Moody Bible Institute, several took 
part in the service. Again, the young mission- 
ary who had gone to Africa as a result of Bob's 
death, was the soloist. There were numerous 
messages from foreign mission presidents, in- 
cluding the China Inland Mission, the Associa- 
tion of Baptists for World Evangelism, and the 
Africa Inland Mission, etc. 

Beside his beloved Kitty, on the hillside 
under the lacy pine, his body was laid to 
rest. A plain stone he had himself designed 
marks the graves: 

"HOCKMAN" 


" " 

WILLIAM Bs " SATIE E. ("Until the day break and the 

"They that feared the LORD spake often shadows flee away") 
one to another: and the LORD harkened, and 
heard it, and a book of remembrance was written before him for them that feared 

’ the LORD, and that thought upon his name" (Malachi 3:16). 

Yes, God keeps the books! He even hears and remembers when we think upon His 
name. To “fear" the Lord is to offer respect, awe, worship, and obedience, and 
all because of love for the One Who loved us and gave Himself for us. 

On the day when all the saved will come before Christ's throne in glory to 
receive their rewards (or to suffer loss), those of us still living will also be 
there when Will and Kitty hear God's words, "Well done!" after the rapture. 
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JANUARY 12, 1945 


Dr. Hockman passes away 
after sudden heart attack 


Missionary director | 
goes home to be 
with his Lord 


>I Memory of-Gur Beloved: —- 
Teacher, Dr. Hockman 


We praise Thee, for that sweet life 
Whi in with 3 


‘ich came ours; 
His radiant face, his beaming smile, 
Was like the scent of flowers, 


We feel like asking, “Why?” dear Lod; 
But, Lord, Thou knowest best, 
And so upon loving arms . 


ing 
Our sorrowing souls we rest. 


Not Jong Thine arms received 
The one he loved so much; 

With aching heart he still toiled on; 
Through him we felt Thy touch. 


And now with her Thou hast received 
Our teacher, whom we miss; 

Their Saviour’s face they now behold, 
And share in heaven's bliss. 


Lord, may we serve Thee, as he did, 
And hasten to our post, 

To bring ta men in every land 
The One they need 


Dr. William H. Hockman, di- 
rector of the Missionary Course 
at Moody Bible Institute - since 
1926, passed away at his home in 


Jan. 8; Death came suddenly as 
the result of a heart attack. y 
The death of. Dr. Hockman 
came just two months and eight 
days after the passing of his wife, 
who was also an Institute in- 

, structor, - 


’ man studied medicine, planning to 
' up’ the medical profeagion, 
| Thie.plan was changed when God 
' called him to the foreign field as 
| # missionary, where his medical 
| knowledge proved to be invalu- 
| able, oo 
The 25 years before coming to 
_p the Institute were spent in Szech- 
“wan Proviri¢e in west China un- 
‘der the China Inland Mission. 
_ During this time he founded the 
“Hudson Taylor. School. te 
Dr. Hockman is survived by 
two sons, Major Donald Hockman, 
an army doctor in China, and Sgt. 
Charles Hockman now in France; 
and a daughter, Mrs. Kathleen 
Friedrichsen, a missionary, who 
is a prisoner of the Japanese in 
the Philippines. Dr. Hockman’s 
eldest son, Dr. Robert W. Hock- 
man, a missionary to Ethiopia, 
was killed by an exploding bomb 
during the Italian invasion. His 
‘widow has been. living with the 
Hockmans since returning from 
the mission field. 
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Before his conversion Dr: Hock.’ 


THE MOODY STUDENT 


Wheaton, Ill., last Monday night, - 


E21 the saved will be together with the Lord FOREVER -- 


HOME FOREVER! 


I am Home in heaven, dear 
ones; 

All so happy, all so 
bright! 

There's perfect joy and 
glory 

In this everlasting light. 


All the pain and grief 
are over; 

Every disappointment 
passed. 

I am now at peace forever 


Safely Home in heaven at 


last! 


Then you must not grieve 


so sorely, 
For I love you dearly 
still; 


‘Try to look beyond earth's 


shadows, 
Pray to trust our. Fath- 
er's will. 


There is work still wait- 


ing for you 
So you must not idle 
stand, 


Do your work while life 
Tremaineth -- 

You shall rest in Jesus! 
land! 


When the work is all com- 
pleted 

He will gently call you 
Home; 

Oh, the rapture of the 
meeting, 

Oh, the joy to see you 
come! ‘ 


No, this is not a home on 
earth which deteriorates 
and needs repairs, or can 
be sold. This is the a- 
biding place prepared for 
those who have trusted 
Christ (John 14:1-3.6). 
This is ETERNAL HOME! 


CHAPTER XVII. 


",...A light that shineth in a dark place, until the day dawn and the day star 
arise in your hearts" (2 Peter 1:19). 


The story of Will and Kitty Hockman doesn’t end with the past chapters. They 
live on in the lives of their children and grandchildren who follow in their steps 
to serve the Lord, whether abroad or at home, by Christian obedience to His Word. 


Less than a month after Dr. Hockman's 
Home-going, the American army steamed in 
to Manila on Feb.3, 1945. Thousands of 
starving internees were liberated over- 
night by the jeep-riding angels of mer- 
cy who brought rice and canned milk with 
liberty. 

The battle for Manila continued with 
all its horror of shells and death, But 
letters were finally allowed to be writ- 
ten to the families at home. 

In Wheaton, Winnie received the let- 
ter intended for Kay's father: the let- 
ter he had so long waited to receive, 


"Daddy dear: Yes, it is finally over! 
The sky is black with smoke; guns are 
booming; shrapnel falling -- but we are 


FREE!,.. 
“Your letter was indeed a shock. 
ihe bunk Yr bah Paid Dear Mother! How I wanted to tell her 
O BORa Peer, nee are oon? everything -- but she kmows it all now 
Below another bunk. To the and is with Bob. My heart is too full 


right a cupboard made of card- of sorrow to fully appreciate all the 
board with inner-tube hinges) new blessings, but 'we sorrow not as 
others which have no hope.' We are all fairly well just now. Have had dysentery, 
colitis, tonsilitis, dengue fever. Bobby had T.B. for a year, but his lungs show 
clear now. Doug is 20 lbs underweight... 
"Just before deliverance we had to spend much of our time lying down from sheer 
weakness. We killed a cat for dinner the day before the army came in! 

“God has proved Himself sufficient. Even in the valley He has been with us. 
Our testimony through it all is: 'So he fed them according to the integrity of his 
heart: and guided them by the skillfulness of his hands' (Psa.78:72). 

Love, Kathleen." 


Two months later, the war-weary and travel-worn little family stepped ashore 
on American soil. Snatched from the very jaws of death through prayer, they were 
a living testimony to God's power to hear intercessory cries of those who prayed 
for them, even though the answer came after they had gone to Heaven, 
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At San Francisco there was a letter from Don waiting. He told his sister a- 
bout their Daddy leaving to be with Mother. This was one more shock -- Both gone! 

At the station in Chicago, Don and Lorrayne, Charlie, and Paul's family were 
waiting. It was overwhelming for the dazed returnees —- yet all so wonderful. 

Homecoming! That sweet word that had hung so long like a shining mirage in 
their minds, was now a reality. But for Kay, it was still only a mirage, for the 
very life-center of the home was gone: the dearly-loved and dearly-longed-for par- 
ents were gone. 

Don was the one and only tie to the family left. 
It was good to have him around in those days. The 
house ‘that Daddy had built was the same, the garden 
was the same, even the fireplace and tea set were 
the same, but as Kay sat on the couch that first 
hour with Don, the tears would not be restrained no 
matter how she tried. 

Deep in her mind her soul fainted, and she said 
to the Lord, “Oh, Lord, I can never leave this land 
of plenty again! It doesn't pay to be a missionary!" 


Winnie had kept up the home and had everything 
in readiness for the homecomers, and Mother's Bible 
was beside the bed. Kay could alomst see her moth- 
er's hands gently touching it as she used it so 
long. ‘The book was well-marked and prayed over. 

That first night, the discouraged daughter open- 
ed the Bible with tear-blurred eyes. A slip of pa- 
per fluttered out onto the bed. She picked it up 
and read in her mother's handwriting: 


"Oct.19,1944. ‘Fear not; for I am with thee: I will 
bring thy seed from the east, and gather thee (Major Don and Lorrayne) 
from the west...bring my sons from far, and my daugh- 
ters from the ends of the earth; Even every one that is called by my name: for I 
ey created him for my glory, I have formed him; yea, I have made him' (Isa.43: 
Oct.21. 'Let the sighing of the prisoner come before thee: according to the great- 
ness of thy power preserve thou those who are appointed to die' (Psa.79:11). 
Oct.29. 'The glory of the LORD shall be thy reward. Thou shalt call, and the LORD 
shall answer; thou shalt cry, and he shall say, Here I am' (Isa.58:8-9)." 


Yes, there was no doubt about whom she was thinking when she copied those 
verses — her soldier boys and daughter. 

Psalm 116 was also marked in the margin with her pen. This was the same pas- 
sage that the Friederichsens had claimed in the mountains when they were fleeing 
from the Japanese, 

"I love the LORD, because he hath heard my voice and my supplications...The 
sorrows of death compassed me...I found trouble and sorrow...Gracious is the LORD, 
and righteous; yea, our God is merciful...For thou hast delivered my soul from 
death, mine eyes from tears, and my feet from falling...WHAT SHALL I RENDER UNTO 
THE LORD FOR ALL HIS BENEFITS TOWARDS ME?" 

- Those last words were marked and dated, and in the margin Kitty had written, 
"For Kathleen." The truth leaped into the sorry heart as God spoke through her 
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mother's Bible. 


Did Kitty ever guess that Kathleen would read those verses? 


| | | 


| | 


‘ 
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The next verses of the psalm continue: 
"I will pay my vows unto the Lord...(had she not promised to serve Him to the 


end?) Precious 
words were balm 
I will offer to 
of the LORD..." 


in the sight of the LORD is the death of his saints...(those very 
to her broken heart) I am thy servant...thou hast loosed my bonds. 
thee the sacrifice of thanksgiving, and will call upon the name 


Without reserve, Kay knelt and prayed, "Lord, I'll go where you want me to go 


and be what you 


want me to be!" 


God honored that prayer. He did indeed answer the prayers of his servants, 
Will and Kitty Hockman. eee i) s* 

A year later it was time for Paul Vee. : 4 
and Kay to return to the Philippines. ‘ ¥ g 


But this time they faced the supreme 
sacrifice of having to leave their two 
boys in boarding school in America, for 
there was no school in the war-torn land 


where they were 


tent evangelism. 
Never are one's children so precious eye . 
as when you have to leave them! Doug : (Leaving the b 


going to do migratory 


ee 


oys in school) 


was twelve and Bobby was nine. 
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Then their mother realized something of what her mother had gone through when 
she had to leave her children in Chefoo. Oh, the heartache! Those lost years 
could never be regained. 7 

Treasures of darkness? 
Aye, the Lord Himself is 
the Treasure of Darkness: 
His abiding presence, His 
mercies and grace are suf=} 
ficient for the stumbling, 
weary, discouraged, and 
sorrowing saint who will 
but "show forth the prais— 
es of him who hath called 
you out of darimess into 
his glorious light" 

(1 Peter 2:9). 


But the school that 
the boys attended for 
three years was nothing 
like Chefoo. The Hampton at : 
DuBose Academy was in (Paul and Kay return to the Philippines; 
Florida, and there was Doug and Bob to boarding school) 
ample Physical comfort. 

But it, too, was a SCHOOL! The ordeal was harder on the mother than the children. 


Twice since the war, Paul and Kay served in the tent evangelism ministry to 


(The tent was always filled each night) 
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establish fundamental Baptist churches which would need no American money, and 
would evangelize out through their areas: self-supporting, self-governing, and 
self-propagating as well as separate from liberals or false teaching. 


(Churches were built by national labor and money ) 


Paul helped in the building of this church edifice, but they paid for the 
property and materials. Operating the tent was hard work as well as constant la- 
bor to keep it in condition, to keep the generator working, to set it all up in 
various towns, to haul the travel trailer to each location for living quarters, 
and all under the extreme heat of the tropics and the opposition and threatenings 
of the Roman Catholicism of the land. Mornings were given for prayer and consult- 
ing with the native evangelist, afternoons were for visiting in homes, evenings 
were the gospel hour and Bible classes, followed with personal dealing with in- 
quirers. It was a long day from morning to:late at night, week after week. 

It was so hot in the trailer that one dripped with sweat most of the time, 

Thanks be to the Lord, He gave a rich harvest in each town where the campaign 
was held -- genuine converts who are still faithful and reaching out to their 
surrounding towns, 

When the Friederichsens retired from the field because of poor health, they 
left some 35 indigenous churches in that field which have multiplied to many 
more since that day. Even now, Kay's tape recordings and hand-drawn slides are 
being used weekly by one of the evangelists; also broadcast over the radio twice 
a week. God's Word has not returned void, all praise to His name! 
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Only the Lord knows 
the physical and spir- 
itual stress involved 
in pioneer missionary 
life. There was lit- 
tle contact with oth- 
er missionaries during 
those years since the 
tent was set up in far 
isolated towns, so it 
was a lonely life. 
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The threatenings 
from the Catholics to 
burn the trailer and 
pull down the tent was 
backed up by stonings 
of the tent and the 
Drea people who. attended. 
il The terriffic heat 

was inhuman under the 
‘a canvas as well as in 
\ No need to heat canned 
\ goods -- they were al- 

\f ready warm! 


it 


q 

wi 
) 

WV), 


} 
i hi 


the trailer itself. 


\ During the meet« 
\ N ings the crowds that 

N were standing around 
the outside shut off 
the air to make it all 
the hotter. 


To produce an indigenous fundamental church, there were five seeds that had to 
be sown during the campaign: evangelism (to lead people to Christ); holy living 
(to put away their bad habits of drinking, smoking and gambling); prayer (how to 
pray in public as well as alone); service (how to organize and conduct their meet- 
ings and how to teach Sunday School, be a deacon, call a pastor, etc. ); separation 
(why fundamental believers do not co-operate with liberals or false religions). 


After returning to America, the family was re-united again, Paul traveled in 
meetings throughout America representing the mission, the Association of Baptists 
for World Evangelism, and used an overhead projector to depict his messages. He 
was one of the first to utilize this method in Christian circles. 

Kay kept the home for the boys, and conducted meetings in the Wheaton area. 
Her speciality has been Bible teaching of doctrine and exposition of scripture. 
Using the same method of visual presentation with the chalk drawing board that she 
used in the Philippines, she was in demand as a chalk artist for special programs. 

Living in America, health improved since the stress was lifted. Poor health 
was caused by the concentration camp days of malnutrition, 

No, missionary work is not easy! No wonder that there are few who are willing 
to follow the Lord's call to "Go!" { 


IT’S HARD WORK ! 


(whatever country tt ts ) 
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(The mountain costume of the Philippines 
The hat is the shell of 


is hand woven. 


a large squash! ) 


(The fiesta dress of the lowlands is 
made of fiver from the pineapple leaf. 
. The butterfly sleeves and cowl were a 
must in the traditional dress of that 
day. This one is pink with sequens! ) 


nttfee rab 


aD 
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Upon retirement, Paul and Kay 
moved to California, where she 
continued with Bible teaching in 
various towns and gospel presen- 
tations using her chalk drawings 
and music. 


Paul has supplied for pastors 
and been interim pastor for var- 
ious churches. His photography 
has served in good stead through 
the years in providing pictures 
for slides and books. His hobe 
bies are golf and fishing -- as 
evidenced below! 


Through the years Paul has 
used his violin and trumpet, and 
Kay her accordion in the ‘Lord's 
work to aid the music. 


(The fisherman) 


CHAPTER VIII. 


"God, who commanded the light to shine out of darkness, hath shined in our 
hearts, to give the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face 
, of Jesus Christ" (2 Cor.4:6). 


Time has a way of marching on. So what of today? Little Donald grew up, mar- 
ried,, and became a father. 7 pek’ would have loved his children! 

Robert was born on Mar, 
28, 1952. He, too, was 
called Robbie and Rob 
until he grew up. 
Early, he prepared for 
a medical vacation to 
follow in the steps of 
his father and uncle, 

Even though he had 
high grades in College 
and pre-med, yet there 
was no room for him in 
medical schools in the 
United States due to 
overcrowding. 

There was no alter- 
native but for him to 
enroll in a school in 
Mexico under the spon- 
sorship of the Foreign 
Students Fellowship. 

To study medicine 
in a foreign language 
he had never learned 
was a feat in itself! 


(Don and his young family) 


The amazing part is that Bob grad- 
wated 6th from the top of all the 10,00C 
students in lands other than their own. 

Congratulations, Bob! 


Here are the "PAIR-O-DOCS!" 

One born in China, the other in Wheat- 
on. One speaks Chinese, the other Span- 
ish. One is a father, the other a son! 


But they are not a paradox in other 
_ ways: both love the Lord; both interned 


_ in Oak Park; both married lovely ladies! ; 
Congratulations, Dan naa a (Two of the three Hoekman dsotors) 
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Raynie was born on Dec. 
9, 1954. Now a clear 
headed business lady, 
she works in the of- 
fice of the airlines 
with their base in At- 
lanta, Ga. 

A pleasant and 
compatible person, she 
takes after her grand- 
mother, Kitty Hockman, 
and mother, Lorrayne. 

Don is Chairman of 
the Tape Ministries, 
and Lorrayne is a dea 
coness and greeter at 
the Wheaton Bible 
Church. j 

Don retired from 
the army as a Lt, Col- 
onel. Lorrayne is a 
gifted artist as well 

: as an elocutionist 
(The grown-up Hockmans) and photographer, 


Dr, Bob Hockman married Jeanne Chapman of Wheaton on Dec, 21, 1974. Jeanne now 
teaches at a Christian Grammar School nearby while Bob 
m works at the West 
Suburban Hospital 
in Oak Park, He 
mi is the third Dr. 
wat Hockman to walk 
# those halls! 
4 Jeanne is an earn- 
est and dedicated 
Christian who has 
been a real help 
to her husband in 
the difficult 
years in Mexico 
where she taught 
in a missionary 
school for child- 
ren. 

Raynie was 
married on July 
2 1977, to Dan- 
iel Vander Meer. 


(Bob and Jeanne) They are build- 
g their first home in Atlanta, but can 
a home Often since she has free passes on (Raynie becomes Mrs. Vander Meer) 


the airplanes, 
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(The motorcycle twins, 1974) 


All the family were motorcycle enthu- 
siasts. Don and Lorrayne covered sev- 
eral states and Canada in their travel 
to see America, 


(Dr. Don at his console) 


As their home emptied of their children, Don and Lorrayne built a new house on 
the next lot, which is more suitable for their present needs. Their former house, 
which they built themselves, they donated for Christian students attending Wheaton 

College, with a Chinese pastor and wife as house parents. So Don's Christian min- 
istry to the land of his birth is relayed to "little China" in the house next door! 


The new home is fur- 
nished with memorabi- 
lia and curios. The 
Bible Church conducts 
4@ Bible class for 
young couples in the 
family room each week. 


The original Hockman 
home had to be sold 
in 1945 since none of 
the family needed any 
nine rooms! But that 
building stands stal- 
wart at 415 E. Madi- 
son, for Will Hockman 
knew how to built to 
last. 


Don continued at his 
clinic at Northlake, 
and worked on this 
new home in his spare 
(1011 E. North Path, Wheaton) time. ; 
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Douglas William Friederichsen was the first grandchild to be born, so his dot- 

ing grandparents had known and loved him in his early childhood. He had given his 
heart to the Lord as a boy in the Philippines, but during College he dedicated 

» his life to the Lord's work as a min- 
ister of the gospel. 

His many talents stood him in good 
stead in his life work where every a- 
bility is needed: a keen analytical 
mind, originality, versatility, atten- 
tion to details, as well as loving to 
read, 

At Wheaton College he fell in love 
with Janet Schacht of Lorraine, Kansas, 
and after graduation they were married. 

They lived in a trailer while Doug 
was attending Dallas Theological Sem- 
inary; and then took a pastorate in 
Houston, Texas, after graduatibn. 


(Graduate from College) 


Eventually moving to California, Doug 
taught in a couple of Bible Colleges before 
being called as a pastor in a suburb of 
Los Angeles, and a chaplain in a hospital. 

Janet now teaches Home Making in a Jr. 
High School nearby. She is a loving mother 
and homemaker herself with a lovely dispo- 
sition as well as a lovely @ppearance, and 
has been a stalwart helper to Doug -- a 
real helpmeet for him (a help "qualified" 
for him!) through the years. 

With a green thumb, she has made her 
home a bower of plants, inside and out. 
Doug has built extra rooms, a sauna, instaj- _ 
led a complete watering system that covers 
individual planters and even hanging plants’. 
The house has intricate lighting for cab- 
inets and display shelves for antique China 
and crystal. They specialize in heritage 
memorabilia. (| 

All this savors of Hockman ingenuity as 
well as his father's resourcefulness. Such 
is his heritage. 

In another vein, Doug has a gift for 
teaching God's Word, even as Jan has a gift 
for handling problem school children. God 
is using them both in the ministry, 


(Doug and Jan, Aug.7, 1954) 
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(The family grows...) 


Sheryl Jean was born Feb.8, 1959. ‘Douglas Scott was born May 26, 1960. An- 
other brother, Shannon, lived only a few weeks. 

The above picture was taken in Texas where they were living at that time. To- 
day, in California both young peo- i 
ple are outdoor addicts! Scott 
is on a Christian volleyball 
team which made a trip to 
five or six Central Amer- ,.. 
ican countries recent- A 
ly in a Christian tes- 
timony tour, 

Sheryl visited 
six or seven Europ- 
ean countries in her 
“semester abroad" to 
earn credit on her 
French course. She 
was in England, Norway, 
Belgium, France, Germany%@ 
etc. Quite a tour! 

Scott is an avid surfer 
and general athlete and weight- 
lifter. Both young folk ski in : 
the mountains. (The young people grow up! ) 
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Sheryl is in College as 
well as working even- 
ings, and shares an 
apartment with a girl 
friend. 


(Douglas William Friederichsen, Th.D. ) 


Doug studied long and hard to prepare for his 
oral exams and his thesis for his doctorate, The topic 
for the latter was: THE HERMENEUTICS OF TYPOLOGY 
(how to discern a genuine Scriptural type from an il- 
lustration). 

When he called his parents to say he had passed 
his oral exam and would be given his degree, Kay was 
not able to say a word -- she was crying so hard in 
joy that she could not speak at all! 
He received his Doctorate of Theology in 1970. i sar 

God had answered much prayer. (25th anniversary ) 
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Robert Paul Friederichsen is also another of the Hockman's immediate grand- 
children. After returning from the Philippines, his first taste of school was the 
Christian Grammar School in Wheaton; then the Hampton DuBose Academy in Florida; 
and eventually Wheaton Academy. When the family moved to California for a time, 


he was very active in a Baptist Church, both in youth 
activities, church attendance, and sports. Also, Bob 
had a job at a filling station, which gave hima start 
in @ knowledge of cars and their care. 

During the time Paul and Kay rturned to the Phili- 
ippines, he lived at the parsonage with the pastor's 
family. 


For his college years, Bob attended Bethel College 
in Minnesota, and there he excelled in art. He had al- 
ways had a talent for drawing, but now that ability was 
trained and developed. : 

There at school he met. and fell in love with Cleo 
Munsen of Howard Lake, and they were married after his 
graduation, Cleo is an attractive person with an out- 
going, friendly personality. Her active nature has 
been channeled into raising a family, and now in a full- 
time job in @ Vet's clinic. A beautiful girl with hard- 
working drive is something of a jewel in any home! She 

balances Bob's 
ES easy-going na- 
j ture, 


mm 


(Bob, the graduate) 


. For a time they lived in Minneapolis; 
then in Pennsylvania where Bob taught art 
in a College, and they built their own 
home on the side of a hill -- a unique 
structure on three levels. 

Finally, they returned to Minnesota 
and remodeled a farmhouse on a lake. 


Like the rest of the Hockman clan, he 
has ability in a number of avenues: orig- 
inality and innovation, building (includ- 
ing a knowledge of electrical and carpen= 
try construction), car repair and gener- 
al mechanics, But his main specialty is 
artwork, He won an award for a book jack- 
et in @ contest at Edinborough, England. 

Bob teaches Graphic Arts in a Christ- 
ian College in Minneapolis as well as do- 
ing free lance artwork for publishing 
companies and individuals as well as 
schools. Erdman Publishing Company has 
used many of his designs for book jackets 
during the years. 


(Bob and Cleo, June 6, 1959) One of Bob's inventions was an energy- 
saving house, using solar panels, which won first place in the state competition! 
The house plans were bought and the house built by the owner. . 
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The Hockman great- 
grand-children are: 
Mark Robert, born Jan.11, 
1961. 
Stephen Lee, born April 30, 
1962. 
Karen Marie, born Oct.7, 
1968. 
Each is completely differ- 
ent from the other in per- 
sonality. Mark is quiet 
and easy-going like his 
father was in childhood. 
Steve is inventive and out- 
going. Karen was a loving, 
happy little girl. 


As an inventor, Bob de- 
signed a geodesic tent, 
using rods and ropes, which 
was easy-set-up and easy- 


stored, and needed no upright poles. The principle was something like the model 
shown below where Bob is in his office thinking it through. Note some of his art 
designs on the wall and the bookend he sculptured. Bob also teaches photography. 


(The inventor! ) 
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(The complete family, 1975) 


This picture of Karen shows her as a lit- 
tle girl in all her enthusiasm and happi- 
ness! 

Bob and Cleo had twins before Karen 
was born, & boy and a girl, but they liv- 
ed only a short time. 


The family have grown up in the lake- 
and-country environment. All swim and 
water ski and dive like professionals, 
even as their cousins in California, 


Cleo has specialized in the raising 
and training of golden retriever dogs, 
and now works in a veterinary office. 

The Friederichsen Kennels even had one of 
their dogs in the White House for a while 
as President Ford's personal pet -- the © 
dog "Liberty!" She snoozed in the Oval 
Office! 

Cleo's dogs have won blue ribbons at 
many dog shows throughout the state and 
even in neighboring states. 
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"Time and tide wait for no man," and neither does 
growing up! 

Mark served a term in the army learning to repair 
and maintain heavy vehicles of the armed forces, He 
had already acquired an interest in mechanics from 
his father, so this training was right down his alley. 


Bob has made a business of repairing and refurbish- 
ing Volkswagens. It has occupied much of his spare 
time since 
there is a 
great demand 
in his area, 


Steve is in 
College. He 
has an inven- 
tive mind 
like his fa- 
(The soldier boy) ther. 


Karen is a pretty young lady who fol- 
lows in her mother's footsteps in work- 
ing with dogs. She conducts a class for 
training dog-owners how to train their 
; ames } ye aS Oe So See] 


ag et 


(The college boy) 


dogs! There have been occasions when 
a litter arrived and Cleo was not at 
home, that Karen delivered the puppies 
in Cleo's stead. 


What a responsibility it is to be 
given children to lead and train for 
the glory of God! 

As the Apostle John wrote: "I have 
no greater joy than to know that my 
children walk in truth" (3 John 4). 
And, "I rejoiced greatly that I found 
of thy children walking in truth, as 
we have received a commandment from 
(Karen, the teenager) the Father" (2 John 4). 
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(Gordon and Ruth, Aug.8, 1958) 


grand-parents. The 
Lord has been good to 
bonor the testimony of 
Will and Kitty and Bob 
Zockman! 

Just look at the 
face of Winnie in this 
picture: see the joy of 
knowing that after be- 
ing father and mother 
to her daughter, the 
delightful Ruth had 
come to her wedding 
day! 

Winnie led a full 
life: teacher, house- 
mother, registrar's of- 
fice, doctor's office, 
landlady to missionaries 
and Christian couples—— 
and a cheerful helper 
wherever she is needed. 
All in 47 years! 


Ruthie Hockman became the bride of 
Gordon Bell on Aug.8, 1958. The wedding 
was held in the Wheaton Academy chapel. 


How Kitty would have delighted in that 
day! To see Bob's baby, now a beautiful 
and refreshingly wholesome young lady, 
walk down that aisle on the arm of her Un- 
cle Don, was overwhelming to her Auntie 
Kay who wept unashamedly in emotion of joy 
and yet of sadness that the father was not 
present to walk that aisle with Ruth. 


Ruth became Mrs. Gordon Bell. 

Gordon teaches Industrial Arts in a 
High School as well as in Jr. High grades 
in Wheaton. This means that he is gifted 
in the use of his hands and tools. In 
constant contact with young people there 
is a real ministry to influence lives 
for good. 

Gordon has been a helpful and kindly 
son to Winnie. 

Living in Wheaton, they are close to 
the rest of the family, and many are the 
good times they have together. 

But best of all, he is a strong Christe 
ian and holds up the heritage from his owm 
godly mother 4s well as Ruth's pioneering 


("Love you!") 
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A deep debt of gratitude is due to 
Winnie for her kindness to the par- 
ents who were not her own flesh and 
blood. Considering the years Winnie 
and Ruth lived in Wheaton, they are 
more “Hockman" than the other members 
of the family that came and went from 
‘one country to another. 

When asked about her accomplish- 
ments, Ruth described herself as "low 
key." } 

Well, if being a delightful and 
outgoing Christian personality is 

4 "low key," then she is indeed "low 
(Thank you, Winnie! ) key" like her father and mother! 


Except for the last chapters, the pages of this story were written some thir- 
ty-seven years ago while on board ship going to the mission field. 


May the Lord use these 
words now to His glory and 
our good, This is not the 
closing of the story of 
the missionary mother, 
Katie E. Hockman, for as 
long as her grandchild- 
ren and great-grandchild- 
ren live on to glorify 
the Lord, then the story 
continues. 

What will be our re- 
sponse to God's call? 

Will He need to put us in- 
to the belly of the fish 
of trouble before we are 
willing to obey Him? 

There is no treasure 
in the darkness of rebel- 
lion -- only chastening. 

"But we have this 3 4 
treasure (the gospel) in tee 
earthern vessels (our human | Fecoee 
limitation), that the excel- 
lency of the power may be of God, and not of us" (2 Cor.4:7). 

: But on the other hand, “If our gospel be hid, it is hid to them that are lost" 
(2 Cor.4:3). 


Our missionary message must begin in our own family so that each one will come 
to receive the Saviour and become a child of God “by faith in Christ Jesus.” 
"That they should make them known to their children: That the generation to come 
might ‘know them, even the children which should be born; who would arise and de- 
clare them to their children: That they might set their hope in God" (Psa.78:5-7). 
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’ 


GODS FIRST MISSIONARY TRAINING SCHOOL 


(AS EFFECTIVE TODAY AS IN JONAH'S DAY!) 


és Soe)! 


Sm ess 


Each believer has been formed by the POTTER to bear the water of life to a dy- 
ing world in the darlmess of the shadow of damnation. 


These words were penned just before parting with the boys at the boarding 
school in Florida: 


A vessel that's meet for the Saviour; no duty for Him will it shirk. 
Remember, the HAND OF THE POTTER prepared it for every good work. 


A vessel to suffer great trials; a testing beyond all the rest. 
When passing the fire of endurance the NAME OF THE POTTER is blessed! 


A sanctified vessel TO HONOR THE POTTER Who gave it its birth; 
No matter how high the attainment -- it still was just made from the earth! 


Kay Hockman Friederichsen 


During the years Kay has 
written eight books: 
GOD'S WCRD MADE PLAIN, 

. GOD'S WILL MADE CLEAR, 

is more than GOD'S TRUTH MADE SIMPLE, 
; i GOD'S WAY MADE EASY, 
entertainment GOD'S RELIEF FOR BURDENS, 
LIKE THEM THAT DREAM, 
PROPHECY UNVEILED - REV- 
ELATION SIMPLIFIED, 
SKETCHING BIBLE TRUTH. 
Also one book in Spanish. 


his Television (far: vision) 


From all over the world 
letters have come telling 
of people who have been 
saved and established 
through these books <= 
811 praise to the Lord! 


Experience has shown 
that what men hear, they 
might quickly forget; but 
what they see and read is 
better remembered. That 
a is why God has given us 
the written Word which is 1900 years old. It changes not: truth does not change. 

When we know what the Lord says in the Scriptures, then we will not be led a- 
stray by false teachings. In fact, we can tell almost with the first sentence if 
&@ speaker is right or wrong doctrinally. It is not a matter of fluency or person- 
ality, but, "If they speak not according to this word, it is because there is no 
truth in them" (Isa.8:20). 

But how can anyone know what is right if we do not know what God says? 

“From’a child thou hast known the holy scriptures, which are able to make 
the wise unto salvation through faith which is in Christ Jesus" (2 Tim.3:15). 

How important it is that our children know the truth! Salvation is by faith and 
not by works or baptism (Eph.2:8-9. Titus 3:5). 
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These verses were penned for Kitty Hockman by the famed song writer, Avis 
Christiansen; 
TRIBUTE TO MRS. HOCKMAN 


She walked with God through all her earthly sojourn: 
She knew Him in the beauty of His grace. 

He was her Counselor, her Guide -- her close Companion; 
His image was reflected in her face. 


She walked with God -~ yea, one could feel His presence 
Whene'er she spoke, and when to Him she prayed. 

She trusted in His love with faith triumphant; 
She faced life hopefully and unafraid. 


She walked with God, and those who knew and loved her 
Were richer from the contact blest and sweet. 

She bore the very atmosphere of heaven 
‘Found in communion at His Mercy Seat. 


She walked with God; and though in love He led her 
‘Mid trials oft, and through the vale of tears, 
Her trust in Him ne'er waned nor even wavered, 
But stood victorious over all her fears. 


She walked with God; in fellowship all-glorious; 
As Enoch did in days of long ago; 

And as she walked -- with loving arms He drew her 
Unto Himself, that she His joy might know. 


With Him forever in realms celestial, 
She's gone to dwell in bliss on earth unknown. 
She walked with God “and was not" for He took her 
To share the glory of His Heavenly Home! 


"That ye might walk worthy of the Lord" (Col.1:10). This is the message. 
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